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Next  Shakefpeare  (kill'd  to  draw  the  tender  tear, 

for  never  heart  felt  paifion  more  fincere ; 

To  nobler  fentiment  to  fire  the  brave, 

For  never  Briton  more  difdain'd  a  nave.  POPE, 

Enough  for  him  that  Congreve  was  his  friend, 

That  Garth,  and  Steeie,  ana  Addifon  commend, 

That  Brunfwick  with  the  bays  his  temples  bouhd, 

And  Parker  with  immortal  honours  cro'.vn'd.    AMHURST. 

O  Sacred  Shade!  thy  Writings  fliali  be  read' 

Till  even  arts  are  with  their  founders  dead  ; 

Whilit  frieudfhip  burns  within  a  faithful  breaft 

Thy  name  be  cheriiVd  and  thy  worth  coutelt  : 

«;blivion  is  the  common  rsortal's doom, 

But  thou  ihaltlive  when  dead,  and  fiourifh  In  the  tomb  .' 
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Surprife  or  joy  alike  to  yield 

Thy  various  artful  Muie  was  made, 

To  drefs  the  warr.or  for  the  field, 

Or  paint  the  lover  iu  his  lhade. 

Such  force  fair  Virtue  doe?  impart 
By  thee  prefented  to  our  view, 
It  moves  and  melts  each  ftubborn  heartj 
Her  bnghtnefs  cannot  quite  fubdue.— - 
Would  <he  once  more  her  (kies  forfake, 
What  other  features  could  flie  chufe, 
what  fairer  form  the  goduefs  take, 
To  blefs  mankind,  than  from  thy  Mufe  ! 
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LIFE  OF  ROWE. 


NICHOLAS  ROWE,  an  author  much  efteemed 
for  his  dramatic  writings,  was  born  in  the  year 
1673,  and  defcended  from  a  family  which  poffcfled  a 
good  eftate  at  Lamberton  in  the  county  of  Devon. 
His  anceftor  had  acquired  renown  in  the  holy  war,  and 
tranfmitted  to  pofterity  his  heroic  achievements,  in  the 
arms  borne  by  the  family.  His  father,  John  Rowe, 
who  was  the  firft  that  quitted  rural  life,  andthedelight- 
ful  as  well  as  lalutary  employment  of  cultivating  his 
paternal  lands,  for  any  lucrative  profeffion  j  applied 
himi-eir'  to  the  ihidy  of  the  law,  in  which  he  acquired 
fuch  a  competent  knowledge  as  railed  him  to  the  de- 
gree of  Serjeant,  when  he  publilhed  Benlow's  and 
Dallifon's  Reports  in  the  reign  of  James  II.  This 
undertaking  offered  him  an  opportunity  of  defending, 
in  a  preface,  the  liberties  of  the  rabje&s,  from  the  en* 
croachments  of  the  crown,  as  had  been  the  undeviating 
practice  of  hisanceftcrs,  amidil  all  the  changes  of  go- 
vernment. He  died  April  the  ihirtieth,and  was  interred 
in  the  Temple  church. 

Nicholas  Rowe  was  initiated  in  claflical  learning  at 
a  private  fchool  at  Highgate,  and  thence  removed  to 
Wf  ftminiler,  where,  at  the  age  of  twelve  years,  he  was 
elecied  one  of  the  King's  fcholars.  Kis,  genius  and 
application  foon  recommended  him  to  the  "favourable 
regard  of  his  mafter,  Dr.  Bufby,  who  never  failed  to 
countenance  merit,  and  he  was  admired  throughout 
the  fchool  for  the  accuracy  and  facility  with  which 
he  wrote  his  exercifes  in  different  languages. 

His  father  defigning  him  tor  the  profeflion  of  the 
law,  removed  him,  at  the  age  of  uxteen,  from  Weft- 
minfter  fchool  to  the  Middle  Temple,  where  he  was 
entered  a  ihident,  and  applied  himfelf  with  fuch  dili- 
gence and  perieverance,  as  enabled  him,  in  the  courie 
of  a  fhort  time,  to  gain  a  very  comprehenfive  know* 
ledge  of  the  law,  not  merely  as  a  ieries  of  precedents, 
AS  but 
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but  a  fyilern  founded  on  impartial  juftlce,  and  calcu- 
lated to  promote  the  general  good  of  mankind. 

At  the  age  of  nineteen  he  was  freed,  by  the  death  of 
his  father,  trom  that  control  to  which  he  had  neceflanly 
been  fubject  from  early  life,  and  left  at  liberty  to  pro- 
fecute  thofe  ftudies  which  were  moft  congenial  to  his 
difpofitionj  fo  that  lav/  gave  way  to  poetry,  and  he 
found  Euripides,  Sophocles,  and  Shakeipeare  to  poflefs 
more  charms  than  Blackftone,  Coke,  or  Littleton.  He 
foon  gave  proofs  of  the  bent  of  his  genius  for  dramatic 
writings ;  and,  at  the  age  of  twenty-five,  produced  his 
fir  ft  tragedy,  "  The  Abitious  Step- mother,"  which 
was  acted  at  the  theatre  in  Lincolns-Inn-Fields,  and 
met  with  fo  favourable  a  reception,  as  induced  him,  from 
that  time,  to  direct  his  'attention  principally  to  the 
more  elegant  departments  of  literary  compofition. 

This  tragedy,  thoxigh  it  may  be  conducted  with 
lefs  judgment  than  any  other  of  our  author's  dramatic 
productions,  poflefles  much  animation:  the  bufmefs  is 
precipitate,  the  characters  are  active.  "  The  purity 
of  the  language;"  fays,.  Dr.  Welwood  (who  wrote  a 
life  of  Rovve,  with  comments  oh  his  works)  "  the  juft- 
nefs  of  his  characters,  the  noble  elevation  of  the  fenti- 
incnts,  were  all  of  them  admirably  adapted  to  the  plan 
of  the  play." 

His  next  tragedy  was  Tamerlane,  performed  at  the 
fame  theatre  in  17,2.  In  this  tragedy  he  introduced 
Vwj>  highly  contralted  characters,  Tamerlane  and  Ba- 
guzet ;  the  one  as  descriptive  of  King  William,  III. 
the  other  of  Lewis,  XIV.  Dr.  Weiwood  lays  this 
\v;{s  the  tragedy  he  valued  moft,  and  which  Dr.' John- 
ton  .obler.ves,  probahlv,  by  the  help  or  auxiliaries,  ex- 
cited mod  applaufe.  It  was  acted  for  a  feries  ot  years 
regularly  on  the  fourth  of  November,  in  ccmmemoro- 
lion  of  the  landing  of  King  William,  but  has  been 
(lilcontiuucd  for  Ibme  years  part;  whether  from  a  de- 
cleniion  of  revolutionary  principles,  or  any  other  caufe, 
we  pretend  not  to  determine.  Johnfon  remarks  that, 
*'  the  virtues  of  Taj-nerlanchave  been  arbitrarilyaffign- 

cd 
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edto  theBritifh  Monarch  by  his  poet,  as  hiftory  gives 
him  no  other  qualities  than  thofe  which  make  him  a 
eonqua-or;  befides  the  faihion  of  the  time  was  to  ac- 
cumulate upon  Lewis  all  that  can  raife  horror  and  de- 
teftation,  and  whatever  good  was  withheld  from  him, 
that  it  might  not  be  thrown  away,  was  bellowed  upon 
King  William;"  and  theDo&cr,  with  his  utiial point, 
further  obierves,  "that  our  quarrel  with  Lewis  being 
no  AT  over,  it  gratifies  neither  zeal  nor  malice  to  lee 
him  painted  with  aggravated  features,  like  a  Saracen 
upon  a  hern.1" 

Dr.  Welwood,  who  differs  in  opinion  with  Johnfon, 
fays  that  "the  glorious  ambition  in  Tamerlane,  to 
break  the  chains  of  enflaved  nations,  and  to  let  man- 
kind free  from  the  encroachments  of  lawlei's  power,  is 
painted  in  the  moft  lively  as  well  as  the  moil  amiable 
colours.  On  the  other  fide,  his  manner  of  introducing 
®n  the  ftage,  a  prince  whofe  chief  aim  is  to  perpetuate 
his  name  to  poiterity,  by  that  havoc  and  ruin  he  icat 
ters  through  the  world,  are  all  drawn  with  that  pomp 
of  horror  and  deteftation,  which  fuch  nefarious  actions 
deferve.  And  fmce  nothing  could  be  more  calculated 
for  raifmg  in  the  minds  of"  the  audience  a  true  prifllon 
of  liberty  and  a  juft  abhorrence  of  flavery,  how  this 
play  came  to  be  difcouraged,  next  to  a  prohibition  in  tlr 
latter  end  of  Queen  Anne's  reign,  I  leave  it  to  others 
to  give  a  reafon." 

The  Fair  Penitent  made  its  appearance  in  1703. 
The  plan  of  this  tragedy  feems  to  have  been  borrowed 
from  Ma/finger's  *•'  Fatal  Dowry."  It  is  highly  com- 
mended by  Dr.  Johnfon,  who  fays  it  is  one  of  the  rr.of: 
pleafing  tragedies  on  the  ftage,  where  it  ftill  ket: 
turn  of*"  appearing,  and  probably  will  long  keep  it,  for 
there  is  icaifdy  any  work  of  any  poet  at  once  fo  ir;- 
terefting  by  the  fable,  and  fo  delightful  by  the  language,1 
The  Itoiy  is.domeftic,  nnd  therefore  eafiiy  received  by 
the  imagination,  and  ailimii-atcd  to  common  life  5  tb- 
dicYion  is  exquifitely  harmonious,  and  foft  and  fpright- 
ly  as  occailon  rrquire..  ' 
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It  has  been  obferved,  and  with  the  greateft  juftice, 
that  the  title  of  "  Fair  Penitent"  by  no  means  cor- 
refponds  with  the  character  and  behaviour  of  Califta, 
who  at  laft  fhews  no  evident  figns  of  repentance;  but 
•  may  be  reasonably  i'uipected  of  feeling  pain  from  detec- 
tion, rather  than  from  guilt,  and  expreffes  more  fhame 
than  ibrrow,  and  more  rage  than  mame. 

The  character  of  Sciolto  is  ftrongly  marked.  The 
conflict  between  parental  affection,  and  a  nice  fenie  of 
indignity  fuftained  in  the  lofsof  his  daughter's  honour, 
is  difplayed  in  a  manner  deeply  affecting;  though  the 
moll  poignant  ilrokes  of  adverfe  fortune  cannot  juftify  a 
perliiauVe  to  fuicide.  Horatio  is  the  moft  amiable  of 
all  characters,  and  is  fo  fuftained  as  to  ftrike  an  au- 
dience very  forcibly.  The  character  of  Altamont  is 
deemed,  by  the  actors,  one  of  the  moft  difficult  to  repre-- 
fent  in  the  drama:  there  is  a  kind  of  pufillanimity  in 
him,  joined  with  anuniufpectinghoneft  heart,  and  a  do- 
ting fondnefs  for  the  falie  fair  one,  which  it  is  very  diffi- 
cult to  reprefent.  Altamont,  however,  is  one  of  the  moft 
important  perfons  in  the  drama ;  though  he  is  in  general 
beheld  with  neglect,  oj-perhaps  with  contempt,  and  but 
feldom  with  pity  ;  but  if  committed  to  the  reprefenta- 
tion  of  a  good  actor,  would  highly  intereft  the  au- 
dience, notwithftand  ing  the  blufter  of  Lothario,  and  the 
fuperior  clignity  of  Horatio  ;  for  there  is  feme-thing 
in  the  character  of  Altamont,  to  excite  at  once  our  pity 
and  companion. 

In  1706,  his  tragedy  of  UlyiTes  was  acted  at  the 
Theatre,  in  the  Haymarket.  On  its  firft  appearance  it 
met  withfome  fuccefs,  but  being  founded  on  a  mytho- 
logical ftory,  was  afterwards  configned  to  oblivion ; 
though  it  has  fome  bufmefs,  paflion  and  tragical  pro- 
priety, to  recommend  it.  The  character  of  "Penoiope 
is  an  excellent  example  of  conjugal  fidelity. 

In  the  courfe  of  this  year  our  author  deviated  from 
his  ufual  line  of  writing,  and  courted  the  comic,  in- 
ftead  of  the  tragic  mufe.     But  Thalia  was  not  fo  fa- 
vourable to  him  as  Melpomene  j  for  when  his  comedy 
I  ot 
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of  the  "  Biter"  appeared,  the  audience  gave  evident 
tokens  of  their  diiapprobation ;  however,  the  author 
was  himielf  ib  delighted  with  it,  that,  according  to 
Johnfon^s  account,  he  fat  in  the  houie  laughing, 
\vithgreatvehemence,  whenever  he  had,  in  his  own 
opinion,  produced  a  jeft.  But  finding  that  he  and  the 
public  had  no  fympathy  of  mirth,  he  bid  adieu  to  the 
comic  mufe.  And,  "  tried  at  light  fcenes  no  more." 

The  Royal  Convert  was  acted  in  1708.  From  the 
motto,  laudatur  et  alget  it  appears  to  have  met  with 
no  great  iuccefs,  though  it  is  by  no  means  deftitute  of 
merit.  The  fable  of  this  play  is  drawn  from  an  ob- 
fcure  and  barbarous  age,  to  which  fictions  are  moft 
eafily  and  properly  adapted ;  for  when  objects  are 
imperfectly  feen,  they  eafily  aflame  forms  of  imagi- 
nation. The  fcene  lies  among  our  anoeftors  in  our 
own  country,  and  therefore  very  eafily  catches  atten* 
tion.  The  characters  of  Hengift  and  Aribert  are 
finely  contrafted,  as  are  alfo  thole  ofRhodogune  and 
Ethelinda.  "  Rhodogune,"  Dr.  Johnibnfays,  "  is  a  per- 
fonage  truly  tragical,  of  high  ipirit,  and  violent  paf- 
fions  ;  great  with  tempeftuous  dignity,  and  wicked 
with  a  foul  that  would  have  been  heroic  had  it  beea 
virtuous." 

In  1714.  the  tragedy  of  "  Jane  Shore"  was  acted  at 
the  theatre  in  Drury-Lane,  and  continues  to  this  day  to 
be  performed  with  univerfal  approbation.  The  author 
profefTes  it  was  written  in  imitation  of  Shakefpeare'* 
ityle  5  but  we  confefs  we  cannot  trace  the  companion, 
or  in  any  inftance  difcover  the  analogy,  and  therefore 
muft  accord  with  Dr.  Johnfon  in  the  following  brief 
remarks  on  this  tragedy. 

"  In  what  he  thought  himielf  an  imitator  of  Shakef- 
peare it  is  not  eafy  to  conceive.  The  numbers,  the 
diction,  the  fentiments,  and  the  conduct,  every  thing 
in  which  imitation  can  coniift  are  remote  in  the  utmoll 
degree  from  the  manner  of  Shakefpeare,  whofe  dramas 
it  refembles,  only  as  it  is  an  Englifh  ftory,  and  fome 
of  the  perfons  have  their  names  in  hi-flcry.  This  play, 

coniilling 
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confifting  chiefly  of  domefcic  Icenes  and  priv 
lays  hold  upon  the  heart.  The  wile  is  forgiven  be- 
caute  me  repents,  and  thehufband  is  honoured  becaufe 
he  rorgives.  This  is,  therefore,  one  of  thole  pieces 
which  we  ftill  welcome  on  the  ftage." 

His  tragedy  of  "  Lady  Jane  Gray,"  was  afted  in 
1715.  The  iubjecl  had  been  choien  by  Mr.  Edmund 
Smith,  author  of  Phaedra  and  Hippolitus,  whole  papers* 
at  his  death,  were  put  into  Rowe/s  hands,  confining  of 
looie  hints  and  fhort  fketches  of  scenes,  fuch  as  he  de- 
Icribes  in  his  preface.  This  tragedy  is  not  frequently 
performed,  but  whenever  it  makes  its  appearance,  if 
the  characters  are  ably  i'uftained,  it  is  well  received. 

Rowe  attempted  a  tragedy  upon  the  ftory  of  the  rape 
of  Lucretia  in  the  beginning  of  the  year  1715,  when 
in  the  country  with  Pope,  and  during  his  ftay,  their 
converfation  often  turned  upon  the  iubje6l  of  a  new 
tragedy.  The  death  of  Charles  I.  was  mentioned, 
but  it  was  thought  too  recent ;  that  the  character  of 
the  prelent  age  would  be  touched  in  thole  of  their  fa- 
milies engaged  in  that  affair,  and  perhaps  ibme  offence 
in  the  free  Ipceches  of  the  republicans,  given  to  the 
crown  ;  it  was  therefore  let  alide.  Pope  advifed  him 
to  refcue  the  Queen  of  Scots  out  of  the  hands  of  Banks, 
the  firft  author  of  the  Earl  of  Effex.  Rowe  laid  he 
would  confider  of  it;  but  if  he  mould  attempt  it,  he 
would  by  no  means  introduce  Queen  Elizabeth  ;  ob- 
ferving,  that  where  me  appeared  all  the  queens  and  he- 
roines upon  earth  would  imke  but  a  little  figure.* 
Other  fubje&s  were  talked  of,  but  what  Rowe  himielf 
feemed  moft  inclined  to  was  the  Rape  of  Lucretia. 
He  had  written  fome  few  verfes  for  the  character  of 
Lucretia,  but  many  of  the  lines  were  left  uniinilhed, 

*  Cibber  gives  this  tale  nfomewhat  different  turn;  his  wor.l?  are,  "  Mr." 
Rows  was  a   great  admirer  of  tauten  Elizabeth,   and  as    lit-    . 
plan  a  nlay  upon  the  Queen  of  Sou's  Mry  without  introducing  his.  t'avoiiriri:.- 

,  he  chofe   to  ceciine  it:    belides    he  knew  that  if  ii. 

Northern  latfy,  there  was  a  ftrong  party  concerned  to  crulh  it,  anl  if  he  (houlrt 
make  her  appear  left  than  (lie  was,  and  throw  a  (haile  over  her  roal  eudotv- 
rvients,  he  ihould  violate  truth,  and  incur  the  ctifpleafure  ofa  f.iillor,  which 
rhQugh  hy  far  the  minority  in  the  political  Ult»  he  knew  would  be  too 
p**rrful  for  a  poet  to  eoinbatwith. 
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nor  did  any  of  them  receive  the  laft  correftion  from  his 
hand,  though  there  might  be  leen  in  them  what  intitles 
Rowe  to  the  character  given  him  by  Mr.  Amhurlt,  in 
his  poems  on  the  death  of  Addilbn,  of  "  Soft  complain- 
ing Rowe." 

As  our  author  by  a  competent  fortune  was  happily 
exempted  from  the  neceflity  of  writing  on  fubje6ls  con- 
trary to  his  inclination,  or  lending  forth  hally  produc- 
tions to  procure  the  means  of  prefent  exiftence  j  he  had 
opportunity  of  finishing  his  works  to  his  own  appro  • 
bation,  Ib  that  they  bore  few  marks  of  negligence  or 
hurry.  It  is  very  fmgular,  that  he  either  did  not  ibli- 
cit,  or  was  not  preferred  the  aid  of  any  of  his  literary 
friends,  in  furniming  either  prologue  or  epilogue  to 
any  one  of  his  dramatic  productions  ;  as  they  appear 
to  have  been  all  written  by  himlelf. 

He  undertook  an  edidon  of  Shakefpeare's  works,  to 
which  he  prefixed  the  life  of  the  author.  From  this 
publication  he  derived  no  great  degree  of  reputation  ; 
Johnibn,  however,  admits,  that  without  the  pomp  of 
notes,  or  boaft  of  criticifm,  he  judicioudy  reilored 
many  paffiges,  and  at  lead  contributed  to  the  popula- 
rity of  his  author. 

Rowe's  attachment  to  poetry  did  not  entirely  difqua- 
lify  him  for  buiinei's  j  for  he  filled  the  office  of  under - 
iecretary  for  three  years,  when  the  Duke  of  Queeni- 
bury  was  principal  iecretary  of  ftate.  After  the  death 
of  the  duke,  the  avenues  to  his  preferment  being  ftop- 
ped,  he  paffed  his  time  in  retirement  during  the  reft 
of  Queen  Anne's  reign. 

A  itory  is  related  by  Spence,  that  he  once  applied  to 
Harley,  Earl  of  Oxford  for  fome  public  employment, 
and  that  the  Earl  enjoined  him  to  ftudy  the  Spanifh 
language,  and  when,  fome  time  afterwards,  he  came 
again,  and  faid  that  he  had  acquired  a  competent 
knowledge  of  it,  he  was  difmifled  with  this  congratu- 
lation. "  Then  Sir  I  envy  you  the  pleafure  of  reading 
Don  Qiiixote  in  the  original."  This  ftovy  ieerns  ra- 
ther improbable  j  for  Harley,  who  was  delirous  to  be 

thought 
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thought  a  patron  of  literature,  can  hardly  be  fuppofed 
to  ini'ult  a  man  of  acknowledged  merit ;  and  Rowe, 
v/ho  was  ib  zealous  a  Whig  that  he  did  not  willingly 
aflbciate  with  Tories,  it  is  reaibnable  to  conclude,  would 
sot  apply  for  preferment  to  the  leader  of  the  oppofite 
party.  Pope,  who  mentioned  the  circumitance  to  a 
iriend,  did  not  fay  on  what  occafion  the  advice  was 
given,  and  though  he  owned  Rowe's  diiappointment, 
doubted  whether  any  injury  was  intended  him,  but 
thought  it  rather  Lord  Oxford's  odd  way,  as  he  phral- 
ed  it.  It  ieems,  upon  the  whole,  to  have  been  a  kind  of 
fquib,  which  parties  are  ever  difpoled  to  let  off  upon 
each  other. 

When  George  I.  came  to  the  throne,  Rowe  was 
made  Poet  Laureat,  in  the  room  of  Tate,  who  died  in 
prifon,  and  in  circumftances  of  extreme  indigence:  he 
was  likewife  made  one  of  the  land-furveyors  of  the  port 
of  London.  The  Prince  of  Wales  chofe  him  Clerk  of 
his  Council,  and  the  Lord  Chancellor,  Parker,  as  foon 
as  he  received  the  feals,  appointed  him,  xmiblicited, 
Secretary  of  Prefentations. — Such  an  accumulation  of 
employments,  undoubtedly  produced  a  very  confidcra- 
ble  income. 

Having  already  translated  fome  parts  of  Lu can's 
Pharialia,  which  had  been  published  in  the  Miicclla- 
nies,  he  undertook  a  verfion  of  the  whole  work,  which 
he  lived  to  finim,  but  not  to  publim.  He  died  on  the 
iixth  of  December,  1718,  in  the  forty-fifth  year  of  his 
age,  and  was  buried  among  the  poets  in  Weftminfter 
Abbey.  A  fumptuous  monument  was  afterwards 
erefted  to  his  memory  by  his  wife,  for  which  Mr.  Pope 
wrote  an  epitaph,  which  we  here  infcrt : 

T:iV  relic?.,  Rowe  !  to  this  fad  fhrine  we  truft. 

A  "d  near  thy  Shaketpeare  place  thy  hor.ntir'd  butt; 

\t  hhn  (Tcill'd  to  draw  the  tender  tear, 
For  ;.evcr  heart  felt  pafuon  more  fmcere  ; 
T  s  :.oblcr  fentiment  to  fire  the  brave, 
Tor  never  Briton  more  difdain'd  a  fhve. 
Pexce  to  thy  gentle  /hide  ind  eudlefj.  refr  ! 
ilpft  in  thy  genius,  in  thy  love  too  bl^lt .' 
Anclbleft  that  timely  from  our  Icene  rcmov'd 
Thy  foul  enjoys  the  liberty  itlo^'d. 
To  thefe  Co  mourn'd  in  death,  fo  lov-'d  in  life, 
Tbc  childlcfs  parent  and  the  widow-'i  wife 
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•  irS  inftrltes  this  monumental  (tone 
That  holds  their  a'hes  ar.d  expects  her  cwr.  . 

The  lines  originally  wrote  by  Mr.  Pope,  for  RoweTs 
monument,  were  not  the  above,  but  thole  which  follow: 

Thy  relic?,  Rowe  '.  to'this  fair  urn  we.  trufr, 
And  facred  place  by  Dryden's  awful  dult; 
Beneath  a  rude  and  nan,e!efs  ftor.e  he  liesT 
To  which  thy  tomb  {hall  guide  en-quiring  eyesr 
Jeace  to  tt.y  gentle  ihade  and  cudlefs 
Bleft  in  thy  gcarir',  in  thy  love  too  bltit  I 
One  grateful  uoman  to  rhv  fame  fupply'd 
What  a  whole  thankiels  la'r.d  to  his  deny'tS. 

But  thefe  lines  were  afterwards  changed  for  the  preced- 
ing ones,  which  we  lee  upon  the  monument. 

The  following  character  is  given  of  Mr.  Rowe,  by 
Dr.  Welwood,  who  undertook  the  eare  of  the  publi  - 
cation  of  his  tranflation  of  the  Phadaiia,  and  prefixed 
liis  life  to  the  work, 

"  As  to  his  peribn,  it  was  graceful  and  well  made  -r 
his  face  regular,  and  of  a  manly  beauty.  He  had  a 
quick  and  fruitful  invention,  a  deep  penetration,  and 
a  large  compafs  of  thought,  withfmgular  dexterity  and 
eafe,  in  making  his  thoughts  underftood.  H^  was- 
mafter  of  mod  parts  of  polite  learning,  efpecially  the 
claffical  autliers,  both  Greek  and  Latin ;  underftood 
the  French,  Italian,  and  Spaniih  languages,  and  fpoke 
the  firft  fluently,  and  the  other  two  tolerably  well. 
He  had  likewile  read  mo  ft  of  the  Greek  and  Roman 
hiftories  in  the  original  languages,  and  many  that  are 
written  in  English,  French,  Italian,  and  Spaniih.  Ht 
had  a  good  taite  in  philofophy,  and  having  a  firm  im- 
preffion  of  religion  on  his  mind,  he  took  great  delight 
in  divinity  and  ecclefia-ltical  hiftory.  He  abhorred  the 
principles  of  prolecuting  men  upon  account  of  their 
principles  in  religion,  and  being  ftrlct  in  iiio  own,  he 
took  not  upon  him  to  cenlure  thole  o-f  another  perlua- 
fion.  His  converiation  was  pleafant,  witty  and  learn- 
ed, without  the  leail  tincture  of  affeclaticn  or  pedantry, 
and  his  inimitable  manner  or  divertino;  and  enlivening 
the  company,  rendered  it  iinpoilible  for  anv  one  to  be- 
out  of  humour  when  he  was  in  it.  Envy  ami  cK 
tioft  fcemed  to  be  en-tirt-lv  foreign  to  his  ^ 
B 
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and  whatever  provocations  he  met  with,  he  patted  them 
over  without  the  leaft  thought:  of  refentment  or  revenge/* 

*•'  As  Homer  had  a  Zoilus,  fo  Mr.  Rowe  had  ibme- 
f-':mes  his;  for  there  were  not  wanting  malevolent  pec- 
pie,  and  pretenders  to  poetry  too,  that  would  now  and 
then  bark  at  his  beft  performances  ;  but  he  was  ib  very 
confcious  of  his  own  genius,  and  had  fo  much  good  na- 
ture, as  to  forgive  them  ;  nor  could  he  ever  be  tempt- 
ed to  return  them  an  anfwer.  The  love  of  learning 
and  poetry  made  him  not  the  lefs  fit  for  bufinefs,  and 
nobody  applied  himfelf  cloier  to  it  when  it  required 
his  attendance.11 

"  When  he  had  juft  got  to  be  eafy  in  his  fortune, 
and  was  in  a  fair  way^to  make  it  better,  death  fwept 
him  away,  and  in  him  deprived  the  world  of  one  of  the 
beft  of  men,  as  well  as  one  of  the  beft  of  geniufes,  of 
the  age.  He  died  like  a  chriftian  and  a  philofopher, 
in  charity  with  all  mankind,  and  with  an  ablblute 
resignation  to  the  divine  will.  He  kept  xip  his  good 
humour  to  the  laft,  and  took  leave  of  his  wife  and 
friends,  immediately  before  his  laft  agony,  with  the 
fame  tranquillity  of  mind,  and  the  fame  indifference 
for  life,  as  though  he  had  been  taking  but  a  Ihort 
j  ourney." 

To  this  character  may  be  added  the  reftimony  of 
Pope,  who  fays,  in  a  letter  to  his  friend  Blount,  "  Mr. 
Rowe  accompanied  me,  and  pafled  a  week  in  the  foreft. 
I  need  not  tell  you  how  much  a  man  of  his  turn  enter- 
tained me  j  but  I  muft  acquaint  you  there  is  a  vivacity 
and  gaiety  of  dkfpoiition  almoft  peculiar  to  him,  which 
makes  it  impoffible  to  part  from  him  withont  that  UH- 
eafmefs  which  generally  lucceeds  all  our  pleasures." 

A  lefs  advantageous  mention  of  his  companion  is  re- 
ported by  Dr.  Warburton.  "Rowe,"  fays  the  Doc- 
tor, "  in  Pope^s  opinion,  maintained  a  decent  cha- 
rafter,  but  had  no  heart."  A  converfation  is  added 
between  Pope  and  Addifon,  in  which  Pope  is  reported 
to  have  mentioned  the  fatisfaftion  which  Rowe,  their 
common  friend,  expreffed  at  fome  juncture  of  Addi- 

ibn's 
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foiTs  advancement ;  and  Addiibn  is  faid  to  have  re  - 
plied,  "  I  do  not  iiiipeft  that ;  but  the  levity  of  his 
heart  is  fiich,  that  he  is  ilruck  with  any  new  adventure) 
and  it  would  affect  him  juft  in  the  iame  manner,  if  he 
heard  I  was  going  to  be  hanged.''' 

Johnibrf  s  remark  upon  this  circumftance  is  equal- 
ly candid  and  pertinent.  He  lays,  "  This  cenlure 
time  has  not  left  us  the  power  of  confirming  or  refut- 
ing j  but  oblervation  daily  fhews,  that  much  ftrefs  is 
not  to  be  laid  on  hyperbolical  accusations  and  pointed 
fentences,  which  even  he  that  utters  them  defires  to 
be  applauded  rather  than  credited.  Addiibn  can 
hardly  be  fuppofed  to  have  meant  all  that  he  faid.  Few 
characters  can  bear  the  microieopic  fcrutiny  of  wit 
quickened  by  anger  j  and  perhaps  the  beft  advice  to 
authors  would  be,  that  they  mould  keep  out  of  the  way 
of  one  another." 

But  Pope  has  left  behind  him  a  refutation  of  this 
cenlure,  in  his  Epitaph  on  Rowe,"  which  contains  a 
liberal  encomium  on  his  genius,  his  pstriotifm,  and 
his  fallibility.  A  move  unqueitionable  teftimony  to 
the  excellence  of  his  heart,  is  to  be  found  in  the  love 
and  efteem  of  men  of  the  higheft  reputation,  for  abili- 
ties and  virtue,  among  his  contemporaries. 

*'  Enough  for  him  that  frngreve  was  his  friend, 
*  That  Garth,  and  Steele^  and  ^iWi/cn-.commend. 

Rowe,  from  the  concurring  opinion  of  biographers, 
appears  to  have  been  moil  eiteemed  as  a  literary  cha- 
racter, for  his  tragic  compofitions,  and  tranflations. 
The  fate  of  his  "  Btter^  demonftrated  his  deficiency  in 
comic  writing.  His  beautiful  ballad,  entitled  "  Col- 
liu's  Complaint,11  is  the  rncft  popular  of  his  little 
pieces.  It  may  be  ranked  with  the  "  Piifcoral  Ballad1* 
of  bhenttone,  of  which  it  is  fuppofed  by  many  to  have 
bien  the  model. 

With  relpeft  to  our  authors  poetical  merit  j  we  fub- 
mit  to  our  readers  the  following  comment  of  Dr_ 
Welwood.  B  z  "  Critics, 
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"  Cities  have  complained  of  the  famenefe  of  his 
poetry  ;  that  he  makes  all  his  characters  f'peak  equally 
elegant,  and  has  not  attended  fufficiendy  to  the  man- 
ners. This  uniformity  of  verification  in  the  opinion 
of  fbme,  has  fpoiled  our  modern  tragedies,  as  poetry  is 
made  to  fupply  nature,  and  declamation  characters. 
•Admitting  that  this  dcfeS  may  be  attributed  to  Rowe, 
it  is  more  than  counterbalanced  by  the  fweetnefs  of  his 
cadence,  the  chaftity  of  his  fentiraents  and  the  elegance 
of  his  language,  Softnefs  was  the^haracleriftic  of  his 
tragedies  ;  and,  excepting  Otway,  he  is  more  moving 
than  any  other  poet  of  that  age,  and  his  di&ion  is  more 
excellently  dramatic  than  any  other  modern  atithor. 
Cibber  informs  us  that  no  author  confulted  the  dignity 
of  the  ftage  more,  nor  exprefied  greater  difdain  at  the 
introduction  of  pantomimes* 

It  may  juftly  be  faid  of  all  Rowers  tragedies,  that 
never  poet  painted  virtue,  religion,  and  all  the  rela- 
tive and  focial  duties  of  life  in  a  more  alluring  drefs 
on  the  fiage,  nor  were  vice  and  impiety  more  effeftu- 
ally  expofed  to  contempt  and  abhorrence.  There  is 
nothing  found  in  them  to  flatter  a  depraved  populace,  or 
humour  a  fafhonable  folly  :  they  were  written  from 
the  heart :  he  pra&ifed  the  virtue  he  admired,  and  ex- 
hibited, in  the  whole  cenour  of  his  -conducl,  a  mdft 
laudable  example. 

Dr.  Johnfon  enters  into  a  difquifition  of  the  merits 
•of  Rowe,  as  a  dramatic  writer,  with  all  the  keennefs  of 
criticifm,  for  which  he  is  fo  fmgularly  remarkable, 
and  his  obfervations  carry  with  them  that  force  which 
is  fo  peculiar  to  his  writings,  as  is  evident  from  the 
following  -remarks. 

He  fays,  that  tc  in  the  conftrucYion  of  his  dramas^ 
there  is  not  much  art ;  he  is  not  a  nice  obferver  of  the 
tmities.  He  extends  time,  and  varies  place  as  his  con- 
venience requires.  To  vary  the  place,  is  not,  in  my 
opinion,  any  violation  of  nature,  if  the  change 
be  made  between  the  acts,  for  it  is  no  lefs  eafy  for  the 
ibeftator  to  fuppofe  himfelf  at  Athens  in  the  fccond 
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act,  than  at  Thebes  in  the  firft :  but  to  change  the 
fcene,  as  is  done  by  Rowe,  in  the  middle  of  an  aft,  is 
to  add  more  afts  to  the  play,  imce  an  aft  is  fo  much  of 
the  bufinefs  as  is  traniafted  without  interruption. 

"  Rowe,  by  this  licence,  eafily  extricates  himielf  from 
difficulties  ;  as  in  Jane  Grey,  when  we  have  been 
terrified  with  all  the  dreadful  pomp  of  public  execution, 
and  are  wondering  how  the  heroine  or  the  poet  will 
proceed  j  no  iboner  has  Jane  pronounced  ibme  prophetic 
rhymes,  than— pals  be  gone— the  fcene  clofes,  and 
Pembroke,  and  Gardiner  are  turned  out  upon  the 
ftage. 

."  I  know  not  that  there  can  be  found  in  his  plays 
any  deep  iearch  into  nature,  any  accurate  diicrimina- 
tions  of  kindred  qualities,  or  nice  difplay  of  paffion  in 
its  progrefs  j  all  is  general  and  undefined.  Nor  does 
he  much  intereft  or  affeft  the  auditor,  except  in  Jane 
Shore,  who  is  always  feen  and  heard  with  pity.  Alicia 
is  a  charafter  of  empty  noile,  with  no  relemblance  to 
real  forrow  or  to  natural  madnefs. 

"  Whence  then  has  Rowe  his  reputation  ?  From 
the  reafonablenels  and  propriety  of  fome  of  his  fcenes, 
from  the  elegance  of  his  diftion,  and  the  fuavity  of  his 
verie.  He  leldom  moves  either  pity  or  terror,  but  he 
often  elevates  the  fentiments  j  he  ieldom  pierces  the 
breaft,  bxit  he  always  delights  the  ear,  and  often  5m- 
pi-oves  the  underilanding. 

"  The  verlion  of  Lucan*  is  one  of  the  greateft 
productions  of  Englifh  poetry,  for  there  is,  perhaps, 
none  that  fo  completely  exhibits  the  genius  and  fpirit 
of  die  original.  Lucan  is  diftinguimed  by  a  kind  of 

»  Our  author,  in  his  laft  ficknefs,  having  defired  Dr.Welwood  to  take  the 
rouble  of  pubiilhing  this  book,  which  is  dedicated  to  the  king  by  his  widow 
ccor.-UuB  to  our  poet's  defire,  the  dying  requett  was  faithfully  executed  by 
hat  friend,  who  obferves  that  it  was  the  author's  great  love  of  liberty  that 
nduceci  him  to  undertake  this  tranflation,  and  that  perhaps  he  was  farther 
nimated  to  it  by  the  conduct  of  the  French  tranflator,  Barbeuf,  who  had 
he  honeft  boldnefs  to  publifh  fucha  work  in  his  native  language,  fo  diame- 
rically  oppofite  to  the  maxims  of  the  prince  then  reigning,  and  that  too  when 
11  o-r.tr  daffies  were  publifhed  for  the  ufe  of  the  dauphin,  and  Lucan  alone 

prohibited.      Mr.   Addilbn,  in  the  Freeholder,  recommended  our   author's 

undertaking  from  fome  ffecimens  he  had  before  given  the  world  of  it ;  whert.- 
that  excellent  critic  u  the  fire  or"  the  original  is  not  only  kept  up> 

but  the  fentiments  delivered  with  greater  perfpUuity,   and  in  a  tenderer 

f»»e  -ji  pl.ral'e  and  verfe." 

B  3  dictatorial 
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dictatorial  or  philofophic  dignity,  rather,  as  Qujnt'i- 
iiau  obierves,  declamatory  than  poetical,  full  ot  am- 
bitious morality  and  pointed  fentences,  compriied  in 
vigorous  and  animated  lines.  This  character  Rowe 
lias  very  diligently  and  iuccefsfully  prelerved.  His 
verfes,  which  are  fuch  as  his  contemporaries  pra6Kfed 
without  any  attempt  at  innovation  or  improvement, 
ieldom  want  any  melody  or  force.  His  author's  ienfc 
is  fometimes  a  little  diluted  by  additional  infuficns, 
and  fometim^s  weakened  by  too  much  expanfion.  But 
iitch  faults  are  to  be  expected  in  all  translations,  from 
the  conftraint  of  meafures  and  difllmilitude  of  langua- 
ges. The  Pharfalia  of  Rowe  *  deicrves  more  notice 
than  it  obtains,  and  as  it  is  more  read  will  be  more  ef« 
teemed.'" 

«  This  work  will  be  publifhed  in  the  conrfe  of  the  Tra«flatio«»  vrotoCtt 
f.r»  »  part  •four  UNIFORM  POCKET  LIBRARY. 
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ON  THE  DEATH  OF  MR.  ROWE. 

BY  MR.  AMHURST. 

T^AREWEL  the  Genius  of  the  Britifli  ftage, 

Jt     Farewel  the  patriot  cf  a  madding  age, 

O  Rowe!  unhappy  deathlefs  Bard  !  farewel, 

Whole  worth  applauding  theatres  {hall  teli ; 

Oft  as  thy  heroes  on  the  ftage  appear  5 

Each  eye  to  thee  {hall  drop  a  grateful  tear, 

Shouts  to  thy  name  each  grateful  Voice  frail  raife, 

And  clapping  crowds  in  thunder  fpeak  thy  praife. 

Too  cruel  Death !  that  would  no  longer  ip:irt- 
This  great  recorder  of  the  brave  and  fair,  if» 

That  in  one  dreadful  inftant  fnatchM  from  hence 
The  beft  good  nature  and  the  fineft  feme  : 
Too  cruel  Death !  that  could  refufe  to  fave 
Him  that  has  refcu'd  thcuiands  from  the  grave  5 
Him  that  to  lateft  worlds  conveys  the  fame  1 5 

Of  Tamerlane  and  great  Ulyfles1  name; 
At  whole  command  departed  faints  revive, 
And  in  his  moving  fcenes  for  ever  live ; 
Pait  times  return,  and  from  the  moukTring  tomb 
Rife  up  the  mighty  chiefs  of  Greece  and  Rome,        2» 
Their  ancient  legions  rally  on  the  plain, 
And  acl  their  former  triumphs  o'er  again. 
Touch' d  with  his  powerful  magic  we  deplore 
The  beauteous  Penitent  and  guilty  Shore  ; 
Grey,  to  appeafe  the  wrath  of  human  laws,  25 

Biecds  a  fair  martyr  in  her  Saviour's  cauie  ; 
Undaunted  bleeds,  and  by  his  match] efs  art 
The  fatal  blow  wounds  ev'ry  Britifh  heart  5 
We  mourn  v.-jth  beating  breafts  the  greedy  ftrck?, 
And  yield  relnftant  to  the  Romifli  yoke.  1» 

Of  iciols  now  iucceeds  a  motley  band, 
?opery  pours  in  upon  the  hnd  ; 
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Rage,  ruperftition,  maffacre,  and  blood, 
Come  anrfd  from  hell  againft  the  public  good  j 
Zeal  lets  on  fire  the  holy  Smithfield  pile,  35 

And  Prieftcraft  rages  through  the  trembling  ifle. 

Well  has  our  loyal  Poet  let  to  view 
This  direful  icene,  this  wonder-working  crew, 
A  bloody  tribe  of  perfecuting  elves, 
That  weekly  damn  all  Chriftians  but  themfelves :      40 
His  generous  Ibul  difdain'd  that  vain  pretence, 
So  mocking  to  the  Gofpel  and  to  fenfe, 
And  in  his  fcenes  the  graceful  marks  appear 
Of  Chriftian  freedom  and  of  Chriftian  fear. 

Firm  to  that  noble  caufe  which  fir'd  his  mind,       45 
He  never  to  a  Popifh  fcheme  inclined, 
Nor  fought  the  favours  of  a  Tyburn  crowd, 
Whofe  perjurM  hearts  to  foreign  gods  have  bow.'d } 
He  judg'd  it  always  an  inglorious  thing 
To  court  their  praiies  who  defam'd  their  king ;          50 
Enough  for  him  that  Congreve  was  his  friend, 
That  Garth,  and  Steele,  and  Addifon  commend, 
-  That  Bruniwick  with  the  bays  his  temples  bound, 
And  Parker  with  immortal  honours  crown'd. 

Great  Lucan  now,  by  his  unweary'd  pains,  55 

Breathes  Roman  liberty  in  Englifh  ftrains  ; 
Dying,  this  wealthy  pledge  he  left  behind, 
The  trueft  pattern  of  his  freeborn  mind. 
Four  times  four  ages  t'lis  heroic  long 
Has  lain  unlaboured  from  its  native  tongue,  60 

Which  now,  tranflated  with  its  genuine  fire, 
Shall  noble  thoughts  of  liberty  infpire, 
Convince  the  bigot  of  the  weighty  truth, 
And  free  from  paflive  chains  the  Britifli  youth. 
Too  long  the  uleful  work  has  been  delay'd,  65 

But  well  that  feeming  ill  is  now  repaid ; 
Heav'n  but  deferred  to  make  it  more  complete ; 
Not  ev'ry  bard  the  glorious  theme  could  treat, 
Not  ev'ry  bard  that  in  mechanic  verfe 
Can  a  dull  love-tale  fluently  rehearfe,  70 

And  can  in  lifelels  jingling  lines  complain 
Of  the  falfe  nymph  or  the  forfaken  fwnin: 


RECOMMENDATORY  POEMo.  21 

Vigour  of  ftyle  and  fancy  muft  combine 

With  majefty  of  rage  and  pow'r  divine 

To  make  the  Englifh  like  the  Roman  fliine  :  ^5 

ouch  muft  he  be  as  Luc;m  was  of  old, 

His  figures  ftrong,  and  his  expreffions  bold  ; 

With  the  fame  conftant  love  of  freedom  chami'd, 

With  the  iame  paffion  for  his  country  warnVd, 

Whole  veins  with  one  unvary'd  tenotir  flow,  80 

Jealous  and  aclive  like  immortal  Rowe. 
At  length,  ye  Sons  of  Servitude  !    awake: 

And  from  your  necks  the  felfiih  burden  make, 

Nor  blindly  nor  diiclainiully  refuie 

This  laft  great  labour  of  the  laurell'd  Mufe  j  85 

Pay  the  juft  honours  to  his  facred  head, 

Nor  whom  you  envy'd  living  envy  dead  : 

Againft  the  dead  all  violences  ceafe ; 

Great  Chaucer  now  and  Shakefpeare  reft  in  peace ; 

Dryden  no  more  the  impious  world  upbraids,  90 

And  Milton  (lumbers  in  the  filent  ftiades. 

Thou  too,  thrice  honoured  in  that  ancient  dome 

Where  foon  or  late  our  Britifh  Laureates  come, 

Where  the  fanVd  poets  of  three  ages  lie, 

And  to  their  tombs  invite  the  curious  eye,  95 

Where  great  Newcaftle,  flill  to  wit  a  friend, 

To  Bryden  bids  the  ftately  pile  afcend, 

(Immortal,  glorious  deed  !  which  after  times 

^hall  celebrate  in  their  exalted  rhymes) 

A  rr^rgft  thy  kindred  bards  thy  bones  mail  truft,     10* 

And  mix  in  quiet  with  poetic  duft; 

Thtre  no  feign" d  dangers  mall  alarm  thy  breaft, 

'\V  factious  murmurs  interrupt  thy  reft, 

.BanifiVd  mail  be  all  noife  of  worldly  things, 

warring  armies  and  contending  kings,  105 

The  groundlefs  clamours  of  th1  ambitious  gown, 
•Mid  AlberoiiPs  crimes  mall  be  unknown  j 
•  is  and  forrow  mail  be  far  away, 

Clafp'd  in  th'  embraces  of  thy  native  clay, 

'  Till  the  laft  welcome  trump'fhall  bid  thee  rife, 

Then  cloth'd  with  gloiy  thou'lt  alcend  the  ikies.  1 1 5 
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IS  then  the  fummons  true  ?  does  partial  Fate 
Ret  raft  Ib  early  what  it  gave  ib  late  ? 
Muft  the  grave  chufe  ? — Mull  Rowe  the  tribute  pay* 
And  Merit  moulder  with  the  common  clay  ? 
Is  the  grim  tyrant  then  ib  jealous  grown  ?  5 

Strikes  he  at  human  fame  to  build  his  own  ? 
Has  not  th1  iniulting  monarch  wreaths  enow, 
But  muft  the  robber  ftrip  the  poets  brow  ? 
JLet  Nature  in  her  hoary  years  decay, 
And  mellow  Age  drop  heavily  away,  10 

Let  the  dull  earth-born  populace  complain, 
And  fwell  the  triumphs  of  his  gloomy  reign  j 
Slaves  born  for  nothing,  or  themielves  alone, 
Die  unlamented  as  they  liv'd  unknown  j 
Letthefe,  proud  Vi6lor!  tremble  at  thy  nod,  15 

But  fpare  the  poet  for  the  public  good. 

.Does  iacred  heat  prophetic  breafts  infpire  ? 
Burns  not  the  poet's  with  an  equal  fire  ? 
From  Heaven  a  joint  commiffion  can  he  claim, 
His  foul  as  large,  as  facred  is  his  name}  20 

Both  univerfal  benefits  defign'd. 
Both  lent  to  govern  and  to  fave  mankind, 
T'  unveil  mylterious  truths  to  human  light, 
And  let  the  falfe  bewildered  judgment  right, 
Inftrucled  great  ideas  to  impart,  25 

To  warm  the  boibm  and  enrich  the  heart. 
Are  we  not  grateful  when  the  lamp  of  day 
Shoots  forth  a  genial  heat  and  vernal  ray 
To  blels  the  honeit  rulHc's  wintry  toil, 
And  bid  the  careful  anxious  floriit  fmile  ?  30 

Or  in  fome  clime  where  nearer  beams  abound, 
And  heats  immoderate  fcorch  the  cleaving  ground, 
When  fome  fierce  channel  from  the  fevcn-mouth'd  Nile 
Pours  forth  its  plenty  on  the  fimburnt  foil, 
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Cements  with  lavifh  ftreams  the  gaping  earth,  35 

And  gives  the  hidden  treafures  timely  birth  ? 
Po  gilts  like  thefe  our  gratitude  command? 
What  debtors  are  we  to  the  poet's  hand, 
Whofe  nobler  ftreams  in  larger  currents  roll  ? 
Thofe  but  inform  the  ground,  and  theie  the  foul.      40 

Here,  Laurell'd  Shade  !  thy  own  great  image  fee, 
To  draw  the  poet  is  to  picture  thee  : 
Th'  exteniive  thought,  th1  energy  divine, 
The  flame,  the  genius,  and  the  ibul  was  thine  j 
Each  various  note  declares  thy  matler  (kill,  45 

How  form'il  to  write,  how  worthy  to  excel. 
To  virtue  fteady,  to  thy  country  true, 
We  read  the  poet  and  the  patriot  too. 
Does  liberty  demand  thy  loftier  ftrain  ? 
We  gaze  with  wonder  on  thy  Tamerlane  ;  52 

Thro'  ev'ry  fcene  purlue  the  godlike  caufe, 
And  give  the  fav'rite  hero  full  applaufe. 
When  the  mrill  trumpet  fummons  him  away, 
The  warm'd  fpeftator  mares  the  bloody  fray, 
In  anxious  wimes  feels  a  foldier's  pride,  55 

Lifts  in  the  war,  and  combats  on  his  fide. 
How  does  he  charm  when  bounteous  to  diflrefs, 
Sedate  in  fight,  and  humble  in  riiccefs ! 
A  viclor  yet  without  a  victor's  mind, 
He  conquers  not  fenflave  but  free  mankind,  60 

To  diftant  times  marks  out  th'  unerring  way. 
Learns  kings  to  rule  and  fubjec"ls  to  obey, 
Strikes  ev'ry  bofom  with  a  facred  awe, 
And  (hews  the  hapgy  age  a  true  Naflau. 
Or  if  fome  lowly  theme  the  poet  claim,  65 

Some  banifn'd  lover,  or  neglecled  dame, 
Love's  thoufand  paflions  all  his  fkill  employ, 
The  quick  alternate  tides  of  grief  and  joy. 
How  well  he  paints  the  lad  extremes  of  Fate ! 
How  well  deicribes  th'  unhappy — happy  ftate  !          7* 
Each  confcious  fmner  does  his  guilt  confefs, 
And  awful  filence  fpeaks  the  bard's  fuccefs  -t 
So  well  th'  exprefllve  miferies  are  mown, 
Some  tender  breait  itlll  makes  the  woe  its  own  : 
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The  virgin's  cheek  the  moving  fcene  approves,        .7  ~, 
And  artiefs  fighs  betray  how  well  {he  loves  ; 
The  fcornful  nymph  condemns  her  longdildain, 
And  to  her  anus  invites  her  injur'dfwain. 

When  Ibme  fair  wanton  *  mourns  her  pad  deiires, 
Love's  foul  embraces  and  unlawful  fires,  80 

So  foft  me  pleads  the  pitying  audience  melt, 
And  clear  the  iinner  tho'  they  damn  the  guilt. 
The  Libertine  in  love  f  exults  a  while 
On  violated  charms  and  ravifh'd  ipoil, 
But  foon  his  triumphs  find  a  timely  date  ;  85 

The  villain's  crimes  receive  the  villain's  fate. 
But  why  on  angle  beauties  do  I  dwell, 
When  ev'ry  finim'd  fsene  is  wrote  fo  well  ? 
When  thy  vaft  works  are  in  themlelves  repaid, 
And  modeft  Nature  owns  thy  happier  aid  ?  90 

But  no  .v  the  (kill  is  loft,  the  mufic  o'er, 
And  he  who  charm'd  us  once  can  charm  no  more, 
Envy  at  laft  repents  her  canker'd  hate, 
And  feels  her  error  in  her  lofs  too  late. 
To  native  duit  now  waftes  the  mortal  frame,  95 

And  nought  i'urvies  the  poet  but  his  fame  j 
Brave  then  in  that  o'er  time  or  envy's  rage, 
And  be  a  Lucantoadiftant  age. 
Yes,  facred  Shade !  thy  Writings  (hall  be  read 
Till  even  arts  are  with  their  founders  dead ;  100 

Whilft  friendmip  burns  within  a  faithful  breaft, 
Thy  name  be  cherifh'd  and  thy  worth  confeft : 
Oblivion  is  the  common  mortal's  doom,  103 

But  thou  flialt  live  when  dead,  and  flourifh  in  the  tomb  ' 

*  Jaa«  Shore.  f  Lcthario,  in  TSi«  Fair  reuitent. 
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DAPHNIS. 

SEE!  Thyrfis,  fee!  beneath  yon  {pread  ing  thorn, 
Whole  bluming berries  ev'ry  bough  adorn, 
The  good  Menalcas  fits,  his  head  reclin'd, 
His  crook  thrown  by,  nor  feems  his  flock  to  mind  j 
Down  from  his  eyes  the  briny  torrents  roll,  5 

And  mighty  grief  feems  laboring  in  his  ibul : 
The  pofture  fpeaks  a  matchlefs  weight  of  woe ; 
Hafte,  Thyrfis  !  hafte,  the  fudden  caufe  to  know. 

THYRS.  From  whence,  Menalcas,  do  theie  ills  arife, 
Which  rack  thy  breaftand  overflow  thy  eyes  ?  10 

Has  from  thy  ewe  feme  tender  lamb  been  wrung, 
Or  has  thy  fav'rite  heifer  cart  her  young? 
Broke  are  thy  folds,  by  fome  vile  midnight  thief, 
Or  is  Clariffa  caufe  of  all  this  grief? 
Does  me  in  fecret  blefs  fome  other  fwain  ?  1 5 

Why,  let  her  go — her  broken  faith  difdain. 

MENAL.     No,  Thyfis!  no;  a  iu bj eft  greater  far 
Than  flocks,  or  herds,  or  fickle  women,  are 
Claims  all  theie  tears,  thefefruitlds  tears,  I  fhed  j 
Colin,  the  foft  harmonious  Colin's  dead  !  20 

DAFH.      Is  Colin  dead  ?  if  that  fad  tale  be  true, 
Then  have  we  caufe  to  morn  as  much  as  you. 
Colin  !  the  pride  and  darling  of  the  plain, 
AdmirM  by  ev'ry  nymph,  carefs'd  by  ev'ry  fv/ain. 
Whene'er  he  tun'd  his  pipe  beneath  the  made,          25 
The  nodding  boughs  beat  time  while  Colin  play'd, 
The  feather'd  choir  about  the  (hepherd  throng, 
And  prowling  wolves  flood  liiVning  to  his  fong, 
Thebrowzing  gouts  from  rocky  clifts  defcend, 
Charm'd  with  his  voice  the  lavagc  brutes  attt-nd.     ^o 

TIIYI^S.     O  mighty  Pan  !  who  now  ihall  chant  thy 
And  who  record  thy  fame  in  tuneful  lays  ?          [praiie, 
Where  is  that  he  of  all  the  iylvan  i wains 
Can  equal  Colin's  foft  harmonious  !ii  ains  ? 
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If  the  dear  fubjeft  of  his  long  was  love,  3  5 

Sweet  as  the  Hybla  drops  his  verfes  prove  j 

If  glorious  liberty  the  youth  afierts, 

How  did  he  warm  our  fouls  and  fire  our  hearts  ! 

MENAL.  Now  ev'ry  maxim  which  the  fhepherd 
Occurs  afrefh  and  dwells  in  ev'ry  thought,          [taught 
"  Our  flocks,"  faid  he,  "  and  feather1  d  kind,  produce 
tl  Their  different  offspring  for  their  owner's  ufe  j      41 
"  For  us  the  wood,  the  pafture,  and  the  field, 
"  Their  fev'ral  grains  and  various  flowers  yield  : 
"  Not  Pan  himielf  can  our  own  rights  oppofe,         45 
"  Or  crop  without  our  leave  one  fmgle  role: 
"  A  mutual  duty  ftill  on  each  depends, 
"  We  honour  Pan,  and  Pan  our  flock  defends." 
Thus  Colin  taught  us  flavim  yokes  to  hate, 
And  prize  the  freedom  of  our  rural  ftate.          [appear, 

DA  PH.  See  where  the  nymphs  and  fwains  in  crowds 
Yew  in  their  hands,  their  brows  fad  cyprei's  wear  5   $z 
In  folemn  ftate  fee  two  by  two  they  tread, 
And  look  with  downcaft  eyes  and  bended  head, 
As  if  not  Colin  but  themlelves  were  dead.  55 

THYRS.     Hark   how  the  winds  in  hollow  accents 
And  humid  pearls  diftil  from  ev'ry  ftone !          [groan, 
The  cooing  turtles  their  lov'd  elms  decline, 
And  goats  forfake  their  fav'rite  flow'ry  thvme  } 
The  lambs  complaining  bleat,  the  heifers  low,  60 

The  ox  and  wether  ceafe  their  cud  to  chew  j 
The  vocal  grove  laments  young  Colin  dead, 
For  him  the  laurel  droops  and  hangs  its  verdant  head  ! 

AMARYL.  Help  me,  Menalcus  !  help  me  to  complain, 
To  tell  to  earth,  to  air,  and  leas,  my  pain  :  65 

Colin,  the  dear  lov'd  Colin  !  is  no  more  j 
Come  all  ye  Nymphs  !  and  Col  in' s  lofs  deplore. 
For  whom  (hall  we  our  flow'ry  chaplets  weave  ? 
Or  who  fo  well  deferves  the  laurel  wreath  ? 
Whom  now  can  point  thro'  all  thefe  groves  a  man  70 
To  celebrate  the  birth  of  mighty  Pan  ? 
Like  Colin  who  can  Flora's  fweets  difplay, 
Or  paint  the  gaudy  treafures  of  her  May  ? 
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Or  who  like  him  can  tune  the  oaten  reed, 
Or  tread  with  fiich  a  grace  th'  enameli'd  mead  ?        75 
Mourn,  all  ye  Nymphs  !  your  tears  incefiant  fhed, 
Your  tribute's   all  too  poor  for  him  that's  dead. 

THYRS.  Would  but  relentlefs  Fate  our  wilhes  aid, 
And  give  to  Jubilance  back  his  airy  made, 
As  Pluto  once  Eurydice  of  eld,  80 

A  tale  I  well  remember  Colin  told, 
To  purchale  that  my  tears  like  thine  mould  flow, 
But  this  isfruitleis  grief  and  pageant  woe. 
Hark,  Amaryllis,  hark  !  thy  bleating  lambs 
Amongft  the  brakes  have  loft  their udder'd  dams;   85 
JIafte  to  retrieve  them  ere  too  far  they  ftray, 
And  fall  to  hungry  wolves  aneafy  prey.         [I'll  hold, 

AMARYL.    Why,  let  'em  ftray,  my  crook  no  more 
My  herds  no  more — no  more  my  flocks  I'll  fold  j 
No  more  will  I  with  daily  pink  and  rofe  90 

A  garland  for  the  queen  of  May  compofe, 
Since  Colin's   gone,  by  whom  it  was    confeft 
That  I  of  all  the  nymphs  defer v'd  it  beft. 
The  winds  mail  ufelefs  prove  to  fleets  at  fea, 
And  flow'rs  lupply  no  honey  to  the  bee,  95 

When,  Colin  !   I  forget  to  mourn  for  thee. 

MENAL.  If  Amaryllis,  charm'd  by  Colin's  verfe, 
Can  fhed  fuch  floods  of  tears  upon  his  hearie, 
Who  then  can  guefs  the  pain,  the  anxious  throes, 
Which  the  dear  partner  of  his  pleafure  knows?      100 
What  agonies  of  woe  rend  Daphne's  breaft ! 
She  whom  he  lov'd — and  fhe  who  lov'd  him  beft  : 
M --thinks  I  hear  her  to  her  babe  complain, 
The  only  relic  of  her  darling  fwain  : 
The  child  fhe  tells  his  ev'ry  art  and  grace,  105 

And  with  her  tears  bedews  the  infant's  face, 
Whilft  the  poor  babe,  unknowing  of  her  cares, 
Cooes  in  her  face  and  imilcs  at  all  her  tears.  3 08 

C    2 
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AN   ODE, 

SACRED  TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  N.  ROVVE, 
BY  THE  REV.  MR.  NEWCOMB. 

WHILE  o'er  thy  hearfe  with  fad  furprife 
And  folemn  grief  the  Mufes  mourn, 
Permit  a  ftranger's  flowing  eyes 
To  flied  their  ibrrows  round  thy  urn.  4 

Juft  in  the  bloom  of  all  thy  fame, 

Then  to  afiert  thy  native  fky 

Abiblves  impartial  Heav'n  from  blame, 

And  leems  as  'twas  thy  choice  to  die.  S 

Thus  the  great  Csefar  ceas'd  to  live, 

Thro1  vanquifh'd  worlds  his  Eagles  bore  } 

Thus  clos'd  his  fame  when  Fate  could  "give 

And  his  brightfword  command  no  more.  *  iz 

With  fmiles  he  views  the  glitt'ring  blade, 

In  that  great  moment  fond  to  die 

When  Rome  beheld  her  hero's  made 

But  mount  the  fairer  up  the  flcy.  16. 

What  penfive  Mufe,  now  thou  art  fled, 

Shall  o'er  Pharfalia's  *  warriors  mourn? 

Whofe  voice  lament  the  pious  dead, 

And  idndly  weep  o'er  Pompey's  urn  ?  23 

Whofe  foft  relenting  verfe  mall  fwell 

Each  Roman  heart  with  confcious  woe  ? 

Her  genius  fled  Rome's  forrow  tell, 

And  Casfar  dying  o'er  his  foe  ?  24. 

Round  his  great  rival's  awful  head 

He  views  a  glory  ftill  furvive, 

Sighing  f   that  fame  and  virtue  dead 

He  could  not  own,  or  fcorn'd  alive  ;  aS 

*  The  excellent  tranflation  of  I.ucan  by  Mr.  Rc'jve. 

t  Caffaris  reported  by  the  poet  to  have   v.'ep:  \vl.er.    Poruppy';  head  \v-? 
brought  to  him  in  Eiyp^- 
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Nor  mingling  with  the  godlike  hoft 
Who  at  Philippi  greatly  fell, 
Each  Roman  thanks  thy  pious  ghoft 
That  lung  his  arms  and  fate  ib  well,  3* 

The  fields  of  death  once  more  to  ftain 

What  future  hero  will  refufe  ? 

Or  dying  dread  one  moment's  pain 

To  live  for  ever  in  thy  Mufe  ?  36 

But  far,  O  far  before  the  reft 

Great  Cato  does  his  arm  extend, 

And  in  his  fmiks  his  love  confeft, 

Adores  thy  made  and  calls  thee  friend.  4-O 

Well  pleas'd  with  ev'ry  grace  adorn'd 

So  like  his  own  a  mind  to  fee, 

And  the  great  homage  which  he  fcorn'd 

To  Caefar's  fword  he  pays  to  thee.  44 

New  tranfport  does  his  breaft  dilate, 

Within  his  foul  new  paffions  rife, 

To  view  Rome's  wounds  and  Pompey's  fate 

Sq  kindly  wept  by  Englifh  eyes.  4& 

While  taught  by  thee  Britannia's  iile 

His  hero's  fall  relenting  views, 

He  feems  beneath  his  wounds  to  fmile, 

And  Caefar's  ielf  at  laft  fubdues.  5* 

'  Afric's  rich  deferts  in  thy  ftrains 
Ennoble  with  the  patriot's  doom, 
Excel  the  flow'ry  Latian  plains, 
And  Libya  triumphs  over  Rome  j  5* 

Whofe  grateful  fons  to  moan  the  brave 

Defpairing  in  thy  Mufe  are  feen, 

Hiding  each  faithful  warrior's  grave 

With  friendly  tears  and  blooming  green.  60 

In  words  like  thine  had  they  a  choice 
Once  more  above  their  fate  to  try, 
Thus  with  their  laft  expiring  voice 
Would  each  lament  his  Rome  and  die.  64. 

C  3 
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Surprife  or  joy  alike  to  yield 
Thy  various  artful  Mule  was  made, 
To  drefs  the  wairior  tor  the  field, 
Or  paint  the  lover  in  his  made.  68 

Now  in  the  eager  chafe  of  fame 

With  fome  brave  chief:  you  upward  fly, 

Now  fink,  and  teach  Ibme  virgin  name 

In  fofter  numbers  how  to  die.  72 

Thole  forms  which  to  our  wondYing  inind 

Thy  fancy  paints  new  glories  wear, 

While  love  and  friendfhtp  feem  more  kind, 

And  beauty's  Itlf  appears  more  fair.  7^ 

Such  force  fair  virtue  does  impart 

By  thee  prefented  to  our  view, 

It  moves  and  melts  each  ftubborn  heart ; 

Her  brightnefs  cannot  quite  fubdue.  80 

While  dreft  in  angels  pureft  light, 

Her  fmiling  image  does  appear 

Pleafmg  as"  beauty  to  the  light, 

Or  mufic  to  the  ravififd  ear.  84- 

Would  me  once  more  her  fkies  forfake 
What  other  features  could  me  chufe, 
What  fairer  form  the  goddefs  take, 
To  blefs  mankind  than  from  thy  Mule  ?  SS 

Tranfported  then  with  fond  lurprife 

The  lovely  gueft  we  mould  adore, 

And  wonder  how  our  partial  eyes 

Refused  to  own  fuch  grace  before.     •  92 

Till  viewing  thole  deceiving  charms 

Each  brealt  fubdue,  we  all  agree 

That  pow'r  which  thus  our  foul  dilarms 

Was  not  her  own  but  lent  by  thee.  96 

Greatnefs  no  more  with  all  her  train 

The  virtuous  mind  mall  now  beguile, 

By  thee  inftrucled  to  difdain 

When  glory  calls  the  Siren's  fmile,  10* 
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r\o  more  renown  and  ipecious  fame- 
Shall  ftrive  Ambition's  rage  to  hide, 
ft  or  Honour  be  a  treacherous  name 
To  fliade  the  tyrant's  guilty  pride.  104 

The  brave  and  gen'rous  breaft  to  awe, 

The  honeft  uprig'At  heart  to  gain, 

The  coward's  hand  his  fword  (hall  draw, 

The  courtier's  imiles  be  try'd  in  vain.  icS 

Againft  that  dread  thy  fcenes  unfold 

To  ann  cur  breafts  in  vain  we  try ; 

Soon  as  the  tragic  tale  is  told 

We  melt,  we  languilh,  and  we  die.  na 

The  foul  awhile  her  ground  maintains, 

Each  death  refolving  to  deride, 

But  when  the  captive  teils  her  pains 

That  foftnefs  o\vus  me  {trove  to  hide.  116 

To  view  her  rage  direct  the  dart 

Wakes  in  our  breaft  a  kind  iurprife, 

Speaking  the  frailty  of  our  heart 

By  the  foft  ftreams  that  fill  our  eyes.  iac 

Eager  our  fouls  to  bring  relief 

Swift  from  their  op'ning  bolbm  flow, 

To  footh  the  mourning  parent's  grief, 

Or  guard  the  infant  from  the  blow.  i-f 

So  lively  has  each  nymph  cornplain'd 

When  Fate  thy  Mufe  defpairing  drew, 

That  tho'  we  know  her  fcrrows  feign'd 

Ye?  (till  we  weep,  and  think  them  true.  128 

A  while  we  argue  to  pcrfuade 

Our  melting  eyes  to  hide  their  woe, 

Till  to  their  view  the  lovely  maid 

Reveals  her  wounds  and  bids  them  flow.  132 

Thy  artful  voice  with  equal  cafe 

Each  diff'rent  pafiion  can  employ, 

Now  give  us  pain,  but  to  incr-ale 

And  from  our  grief  improve  our  joy,  i  •  e 
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Who  in  your  ibft  deceiving  ftrains 
With  thofe  kind  conquerors  agree, 
Who  threaten  fir  ft  the  dreadful  chains 
Then  let  the  trembling  captive  free.  743 

What  raptures  does  thy  verle  infufe 

When  beauty  does  the  theme  infpire ! 

What  heat  tranfports  thy  Ibaring  Mufe 

If  icenes  of  war  thy  boibm  fire  I  144 

While  for  bright  fame  or  gay  delight 

Each  hero  you  alike  prepare, 

Lead  the  fierce  warrior  to  the  fight, 

O.r  the  young  lover  to  the  fair  ;  148 

Nature,  aftonifh'd  at  thy  art, 

Cafts  on  thy  Mule  a  jealous  eye, 

Her  joys  unable  to  impart, 

Or  longer  pleafe  when  thou  art  by.  151 

The  artift  thus,  his  (kill  to  grace, 

Some  beauteous  breathing  form  defign'd, 

Forfakes  the  virgin's  cheek,  to  trace 

Features  more  bright  in  his  own  mind.  1 56 

Each  glowing  charm  the  canvafs  fires 

Does  with  delight  the  nymph  furprile, 

Who  owes  that  beauty  fhe  admires 

More  to  his  pencil  than  her  eyes.  i6« 

What  tho'  our  laurels  fairer  rile, 

And  from  thy  afh.es  date  their  bloom  ? 

We  pay  too  dearly  for  the  prize 

Thus  fadly  purchased  by  thy  doom  ?  164. 

Pity,  ye  Gods  !  that  doubtful  dart 

Which  your  myfterious  anger  threw 

Should  give  at  once  both  joy  and  fmart, 

Augment  our  fame  and  forrow  too.  i6S 

Juft  fo  the  fkies,  feverely  bright, 

Their  vengeful  lightnings  oft  employ, 

And  gild  that  oak  with  fairer  light 

They  mean  next  moment  to  deflroy.  .    jr  7  a 
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How  mournful  is  the  only  choice 
Ycur  heav'ns  afford  our  bread  to  eafe ! 
Or  to  lament  thy  dying  voice, 
Or  never  hope  our  own  mould  pleale !  176 

Thus  to  the  heirs  of  bright  renown 

The  purple  you  a  while  deny, 

Who,  ere  they  boaft  the  regal  crown, 

Muft  view  their  king  and  parent  die.  180 

Strange  !  that  the  glories  which  we  claim 

From  thy  fad  fate  no  pleafures  give, 

The  fair  increaie  of  all  our  fame 

The  only  caufe  for  which  we  grieve.  1 84. 

See  Shakefpeare's  awful  revVend  (hade 

Rifing  his  fav'rite  to  adore ! 

And  binds  thy  brows  with  laurel,  made 

By  Fame  to  made  his  own  before.  .  i  S  8 

To  thy  indulgence  pleas'd  to  owe 
The  terrors  that  his  Mufe  imparts, 
To  fwell  our  eye  the  fcenes  of  woe, 
The  moving  dread  to  (hake  our  hearts,  1 9  * 

The  difTrent  fates  of  all  that  reign 

Diftinguifh'd  in  whofe  Mule  appear, 

What  the  good  man  may  hope  to  gain, 

And  what  the  d aring  tyrant  fear.  T  9  5 

Whofe  tragic  voice  (hall  next  prefume 

To  fill  our  breafts  with  faddefpair  ? 

Or  trembling  for  the  lover's  doom, 

Or  anxious  for  the  dying  fair  ?  200 

To  tears  whofe  fighs  her  wrongs  confefs 

Our  eyes  with  foft  companion  flow, 

Teaching  thy  virgin's  feign'd  diftrefs 

To  give  our  bofom  real  woe.  104. 

In  vain  we  afkour  reafon's  aid 

To  flop  our  tears  or  eafe  oar  pain; 

To  view  thy  fair  repenting  maid 

Each  check  muftfweU  each  heart  complain.  20? 
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O  !  footh  her  anguifh  !  calm  her  grief! 

O !  quickly  to  her  refuge  fly ! 

O !  bring  the  fainting  fair  relief, 

Or  with  her  give  us  leave  to  die !  ^l^ 

Such  moving  fcenes  thy  Mufe  unfolds, 

Conftrain'd  its  anguifh  to  declare, 

A  favage  heart  each  bofbm  holds 

That  can  attend  and  not  defpair.  2 1 6 

What  wonders  does  thy  verfe  contain, 

What  magic  thro'   thy  numbers  flows! 

Pleas 'd  with  ofir  grief  we  then  complain. 

Then  only  when  we  want  onr  woes  1  220 

No  eye  thofe  forrows  does  refufe 

Thy  penfive  maids  expiring  give, 

Scarce  more  delighted  when  thy  Mufe 

Sufpends  their  fate  and  bids  them  live.  224. 

Strange  that  our  cheeks  -mould  grieve  the  more 

When  you  the  falling  tear  reftrain ! 

And  to  forbid  us  to  deplore 

Should  only  give  us  greater  pain !  228 

Thus  trembling  for  her  lover's  fate 

A  while  the  virgin's  forrows  flow, 

Owning  to  hear  his  fighs  abate 

Her  joy  more  painful  than  her  woe.  *32 

Oh !  may  each  Mufe  with  forrows  meet 

Soft  as  thy  own  thy  worth  declare, 

Since  nothing  but  a  voice  fo  iweet 

Can  ever  fmg  a  fame  fo  fair.  -3^ 

A  fecond  life  to  thy  great  dead 

Thy  kind  infpiring  numbers  gave  : 

Had  we  that  pow'r  the  tears  we  fhed 

Had  fell  to  wet  fome  other  grave.  24* 

Thine  like  each  fabled  hero's  age 

Thyfelf  with  virtue  clidft  infpire, 

And  afting  well  on  life's  frail  ftage 

Doft  with  the  fame  applauie  retire.  ^44 
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UNIO. 

DUM  Rofa  purpureo  fuffunditur  ora  rubore, 
Spina  gravis  nitidi  floris  amore  calet. 
Protinus  armorum  ponit  pacatior  ii-as, 
Et  jam  blanda  fuae  porrigit  ora  Rofae. 
Ut  videt  alternis  ambas  concurrere  votis,  5 

Quae  regit  hortorum  maxima  Flora,  vices, 
Faelices  jubet  hinc  coeant  in  foedera,  utriique 
Unus,  &  ex  Unoftemmate  iurgathonos. 
Tu  decus  aeternum,  dixit,  mea,  da,  Roia,  Spins, 
Et  tu  perpetuarn  protege,  Spina,  Rofam.  10 

THE  UNION. 

WHILE  rich  in  brighteft  red  the  blufhing  Rofe 
Her  tremeft  op'ning  beauties  did  difcloie, 
Her  the  rough  Thiftle  from  a  neighboring  field 
With  fond  defires  and  lovers'  eyes  beheld  j 
Straight  the  fierce  plant  lays  by  his  pointed  darts,      5 
And  wooes  the  gentle  flow'r  with  fofter  arts  : 
Kindly  me  heard,  and  did  his  flame  approve, 
And  own'd  the  warrior  worthy  of  her  love, 
Flora,  whofe  happy  laws  the  leafons  guide, 
Who  does  in  fields  and  painted  meads  prefide,  10 

And  crowns  the  gardens  with  their  flow'ry  pride, 
With  pleafure  faw  the  wiming  pair  combine 
To  favour  what  their  goddefs  did  defign, 
And  did  them  in  eternal  union  join. 
"  Henceforth,"|flie  laid,  "  in  each  returning  year,     15 
"  One  Hem  the  Thiftle  and  the  Role  mall  bear ; 
"  The  Thiftle'skfting  grace  thou,  O  my  Rofe  !  (hall  be, 
?'  The  wai'like  Thiifle's  anus  a  fure  defence  to  thee." 


56  MISCELLA: 

MAECENAS. 

Verfes  occafaned  by  the  Honours  conferred  on  the  Right 
Honourable  the  Earl  of  Halifax,  1714,  being  that  year 
injlalied  Knight  of  the  moft  noble  order  of  the  Garter. 

PHOEBUS  and  Caefaronce  confpir'd  to  grace 
A  noble  knight  of  ancient  Tufcan  race. 
The  monarch,  greatly  conic  ious  of  his  worth, 
From  books  and  his  retirement  call'd  him  forth, 
Adorn' d  the  patriot  with  the  civic  crown, 
The  Conful's  fafces  and  Patrician  gown ; 
The  world's  whole  wealth  he  gave  him  to  beftow, 
And  teach  the  ibreams  of  treaiiire  where  to  flow ; 
To  him  he  bade  the  fuppliant  nations  come, 
And  on  his  couniels  fix'd  the  fate  of  Rome.  10 

The  god  of  Wit,  who  taught  him  mil  to  flng 
And  tune  high  numbers  to  the  vocal  ftring, 
With  jealous  eyes  beheld  the  bounteous  king. 

"  Forbear,'1  he  cry'd,  "  to  rob  me  of  my  mare, 
'  Our  commmon  fav'rite  is  our  common  care  j          i  -, 

-  Honours  and  wealth  thy  grateful  hand  may  give, 
«  But  Phcebus  only  bids  the  poet  live. 

'  The  ferviceof  his  faithful  heart  is  thine  ; 
'  There  let  thy  Julian  ftaran  emblem  mine  j 
'  His  mind  and  her  imperial  feat  are  mine. 

*  Then  bind  his  brow,  ye  Thelpisn  Maids  !"  he  faidj 
The  willing  Mules  the  command  obeyed, 

And  wove  the  deathiefs  laurel  for  his  head.  ;; 

VERSES. 

MADE    TO   A    SIMILE    OF    POPE'S. 

WHILE  at  our  houfe  the  fervants  brawl, 
And  raife  an  uproar  in  the  hall, 
When  John  the  butler  and  our  Mary 
About  the  plate  and  linen  vary, 

Till  the  fmart  dialogue  grows  rich  -; 

In  Sneaking  Dog !  and  Ugly  Bitch  ! 
Down  comes  my  lady,  like  the  Devil, 
And  makes  them  filent  all  and  civil. 
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Thus  cannon  clears  the  cloudy  air, 
Ami  Scatters  tempefts  brewing  there  ; 
Thus  bullies  ibmetimes  keep  the  p>;ace, 
And  one  ieold  makes  another  ceaie.  J  2 

ON  NICOLINI  AND  VALENTINI'S 

FIRST  COMING  TO  THE  HOUSE  IN  THK  HAY-MARKET. 

AMPHION  ftrikes  the  vocal  lyre, 
And,  ready  at  his  call, 
Harmonious  brick  and  ftone  confpire 
To  rahe  the  Theban  wall.  4. 

In  emulation  of  his  praife 
Two  Latin  Signers  come 
A  finking  theatre  to  raife, 
And  prop  Van's  tott'ring  dome.  8 

But  how  this  lafl  mould  come  to  pal's 
Mult  Hill  remain  unknown, 
Since  thefe  poor  gentleman,  r.las ! 
Bring  neither  brick  nor  Hone.  i  ^ 

A  POEM 

ON  THE  LATE  GLORIOUS  SUCCESSES,  ETC. 
Humbly  inscribed  tt> 

THE  LORD  TREASURER  GODOLPHIN. 

WHILE  kings  and  nations  on  thy  counfels  wait, 
And  Anna  trufts  to  thee  the  Britim  (late, 
While  Fame  to  thee  from  eV'ry  foreign  coast 
Flies  with  the  news  of  empires  won  and  loft, 
Relates  whate'er  her  bufy  eyes  beheld,  j 

And  tells  the  fortune  of  each  bloody  field, 
While  with  officious  duty  crowds  attend 
To  hail  the  labours  of  thy  godlike  friend, 
Vouchidfe  the  Mufe's  humbler  joy  to  hear,  10 

For  lacred  numbers  (hall  be  ftill  thy  care. 
Tho'  mean  the  verfe,  tho'  lowly  be  the  ftrain, 
Tho'  lead  regarded  be  the  Mule  oi'all  the  tuneful  train, 
Yet  rife,  negle6led  Nymph !  avow  thy  flame, 
Aflert  th'  inspiring  god,  and  greatly  aim 
To  make  thy  numbers  equal  to  thy  theme  :  1 5 

D 
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From  Heav'n  derive  thy  verfe  j  to  Heav'n  belong 

The  counfels  of  the  wife  and  battles  of  the  ftrong  j 

To  Heav'n  the  royal  Anna  owes  alone 

The  virtues  which  adorn  and  guard  her  throne  j 

Thence  is  her  juftice  wretches  to  redrefs,  20 

Thence  is  her  mercy  and  her  love  of  peace, 

Thence  is  her  pow'r,  her  fceptre  uncontroll'd, 

To  bend  the  ftubborn  and  reprefs  the  bold j 

Her  peaceful  arts  fierce  fa6lions  to  afTuage, 

To  heal  their  breaches  and  to  footh  their  rage j          35 

Thence  is  that  happy  prudence  which  prefides 

In  each  defign,  and  ev'ry  aftion  guides  ; 

Thence  is  fhe  taught  her  mining  court  to  grace, 

And  fix  the  worthieft  in  the  worthieft  place, 

To  truft  at  home  Godolphin's  watchful  care,  30 

And  fend  victorious  Churchill  forth  to  war. 

Arife,  ye  Nations  !  refcu'd  by  her  fword, 
Freed  from  the  bondage  of  a  foreign  lord, 
Arife,  and  join  the  heroine  to  blefs, 
Behold  fhe  fends  to  fave  you  from  diftrefs  j  35 

Rich  is  the  royal  bounty  me  beftows, 
'Tis  plenty,  peace,  and  fafety  from  your  foes. 
And  thou,  Iberia  !  rous'd  at  length,  difdain 
To  wear  enflav'd  the  Gallic  tyrant's  chain  j 
For  fee  !  the  Britifh  Genius  comes  to  cheer  43 

Thy  fainting  ions,  and  kindle  them  to  war ; 
With  her  own  glorious  fires  their  fouls  fhe  warms, 
And  bids  them  burn  for  liberty  and  arms. 
Unhappy  Land  !  the  foremoft  once  in  fame, 
Once  lifting  to  the  ftars  thy  noble  name,  45 

In  arts  excelling,  and  in  arms  fevere, 
The  weftem  kingdoms'1  envy  and  their  fear, 
Where  is  thy  pride,  thy  confcious  honour,  flown, 
Thy  ancient  valour, an !  thy  firft  renown  ? 
How  art  thou  funk  among  the  nations  now.!  50 

How  haft  thou  taught  thy  haughty  neck  to  bow, 
And  dropt  the  warriors  wreath   inglorious  from  thy- 

Not  thus  of  old  her  valiant  fathers  bore  [brow! 

The  bondage  of  the  unbelieving  Moor, 

3 
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But  oft  alternate-made  the  victors  yield,  55 

And  prov'd  their  might  in  many  a  well  fought  field  j 
Bold  in  defence  of  liberty  they  Hood, 
And  doubly  dy'd  their  Crol's  in  Moorim  blood : 
Then  in  heroic  arms  their  knights  excelled  ; 
The  tyrant  then  and  giant  then  they  quell'd  :  60 

Then  ev'ry  nobler  thought  their  minds  did  move, 
And  thofe  who  fought  for  freedom,  figh'd  for  love. 
Like  one  thofe  facred  flames  united  live, 
At  once  they  languim  and  at  once  revive  ; 
Alike  they  ihun  the  coward  and  the  (lave,  65 

But  blefs  the  free,  the  virtuous,  and  the  brave. 
Nor  frown,  ye  Fair !  nor  think  my  verfe  untrue  j 
Tho1  we  difdain  that  man  mould  man  iubdue, 
Yet  all  the  free-born  race  are  flaves  alike  to  you. 

Yet  once  again  that  glory  to  reftore,  70 

The  Britons  leek  the  Celtiberianfhore. 
With  echoing  peals  at  Anna's  high  command 
Their  naval  thunder  wakes  the  drowfy  land  j 
High  at  their  head,  Iberia's  promised  lord, 
Young  Charles  of  Auftria,  waves  his  mining  (word  j 
His  youthful  veins  with  hopes  of  empire  glow,          76 
Swell  his  bold  heart,  and  urge  him  on  the  foe  j 
With  joy  he  reads  in  ev'ry  warrior's  face 
Some  happy  omen  of  a  fure  iuccefs, 
Then  leaps  exulting  on  the  hoftile  ftrand,  So 

And  thinks  the  deftin'd  iceptre  in  his  hand. 

Nor  Fate  denies  what  firft  his  wifhes  name, 
Proud  Barcelona  owns  his  jufter claim, 
With  the  firft  laurel  binds  his  youthful  brows,   [ftows. 
And,  pledge  of  future  crowns,  the  mural  wreath  be- 
But  loon  the  equal  of  his  youthful  years,  86 
Philip  of  Bourbon's  haughty  line,  appears  : 
Like  hopes  attend  his  birth,  like  glorious  grace, 
(If  glory  can  be  in  a  tyrant's  race  ;) 
In  numbers  proud  he  threats  no  more  from  far,       90 
But  nearer  draws  the  black  impending  war  j 
He  views  his  hoft,  then  icorns  the  rebel  town, 
And  dooms  to  certain  death  the  rival  of  his  crown. 
D  z 
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Now  fame  and  empire,  ail  the  nobler  fpoila 
That  urge  the  hero,  and  reward  his  toils,  95 

Plac'd  in  their  view  alike  their  hopes  engage, 
And  fire  their  breafts  with  more  than  mortal  rage. 
Not  lawleis  love,  not  vengeance,  nor  delpair, 
So  daring,  fierce,  untanTd  and-  furious  are 
As  when  ambition  prompts  the  great  to  war  ;         103 
As  youthful  kings,  when,  ilriving  for  renown,  [crown. 
They  prove  their  might   in   arras,   and  combat  for  a 

Hard  was  the  cruel  ftrife,  and  doubtful  long 
Betwixt  the  chiefs  fuipended  conqueit  hung, 
Till  furc'd  at  length,  difdaining  much  to  yield,        105 
Charles  to  his  rival  quits  the  fatal  field  ; 
Numbers  and  fortune  o'er  his  right  prevail, 
And  ev'n  the  Britim  valour  feems  to  fail  ; 
And  yet  they  fail'd  not  all.     In  that  extreme, 
Conicious  of  virtue,  liberty,  and  fame,  no 

They  vow  the  youthful  monarch's  fate  to  mare, 
Above  diftrefs,  unconquer'd  by  delpair, 
Siill  to  defend  the  town  and  animate  the  war. 

But  lo  !  when  ev  TV  better  hope  was  pall, 
When  ev  ry  day  of  danger  ieern'd  their  fall,  115 

Far  on  the  diftant  ocean  they  furvey, 
Where  a  proud  navy  ploughs  its  wat'ry  way. 
Nor  long  they  doubted,  but  with  joy  dekry, 
Upon  the  chief's  tall  topmafls  waving  high, 
The  British  Cro'sand  Beigic  Lion  fly.  jzo 

Loud  with  tumultuous  clamour,  loud  they  rear 
Their  cries  of  ecftafy,  and  rend  the  air  ; 
In  peals  on  peals  the  mouts  triumphant  rife, 
Spread  iwift,  and  rattle  thro"  the  ipacious  ikies, 
While  from  below  old  Ocean  groans  profound,       125 
The  walls,  the  rocks,  the  ihores,  repel  the  ibuml, 
Ring  with  the  deaPning  fliock,  and  thunder  all  around ' 
Such  was  the  joy  the  Trojan  youth  exprels'd, 
Who,  by  the  fierce  Rutilian'o  ilcge  diitrefs'd, 
Where  by  the  Tyrrhene  a'ui  at  length  released  ;      i  3 
When  young  Aicanius,  then  in  arms  mil  trv'd, 
Numbers  and  i-v'ry  otlier  want  i'upply'd, 
And  haughty  Turnus  from  his  walls  defy'd  : 
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Sav^d  in  the  town  an  empire  yet  to  come, 
And  fix'd  the  fate  of  his  imperial  Rome.  135 

But  oh !  what  verfe,  what  numbers,  mall  reveal 
Thofe  pangs  of  rage  and  grief  the  vanquifhM  feel ! 
Who  mall  retreating  Philip's  fhame  impart, 
And  telJ  the  anguifh  of  his  laboring  heart! 
What  paint,  what  fpeaking  pencil,  mail  exprefs       146 
The  blended  paflions  ftriving  in  his  face! 
Hate,  indignation,  courage,  pride,  remorfe, 
With  thoughts  of  glory  paft,  the  loler's  greateft  curfe. 

Fatal  Ambition  !  fay  what  wondrous  charms 
Delude  mankind  to  toil  for  thee  in  'arms,  145 

When  all  thy  fpoils,  thy  wreaths  in  battle  won, 
The  pride  of  pow'r  and  glory  of  a  crown, 
When  all  war  gives,  when  all  the  great  can  gain,      ». 
Ev'n  thy  whole  pleafure,  pays  not  half  thy  pain  ! 

All  hail  !  ye  fofter  happier  arts  of  peace,  156 

'Secur'd  from  harms,  and  bleil  with  learned  eafe, 
In  battles,  blood,  and  perils  hard,  unflcill'd, 
Which  haunt  the  warrior  in  the  fatal  field  : 
But  chief  thee,  goddefs  Mule  !  my  verfe  Would  raife, 
And  to  thy  own  ibft  numbers  tune  thy  .p raife  j       1 5  5 
Happy  the  youth  infpir'd,  beneath  thy  made, 
Thy  verdant  ever-living  laurels  laid ! 
There  fafe,  no  pleafures  there,  no  pains,  they  know, 
But  thofe  which  from  thy  facred  raptures  flow, 
Nor  wifh  for  crowns  but  what  thy  groves  beftow.  160 
Me,  Nymph  divine  !  nor  (corn  my  humble  pray'r, 
Receive  unworthy  to  thy  kinder  care, 
Doom'd  to  a  gentler,  tho'  more  lowly  fate, 
Nor  wilhing  once  nor  knowing  to  be  great  j 
Me  to  thy  peaceful  haunts  .inglorious  bring,  165 

Where  fecret  thy  celeftlal  fitters  fmg, 
Faft  by  their  facred  hill  and  fweet  Caftalian  fpring. 

But  nobler  thoughts  the  viclor  prince  employ, 
And  raile  his  heart  with  high  triumphant  joy  j 
From  hence  a  better  ccurfe  of  time  rolls  en,  170 

And  whiter  days  fuccefTive  feem  to  run ; 
From  hence  his  kinder  fortune  feems  to  date 
The  1'ii^ig  glories  of  his  future  ilate  ; 
D    I 
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From  hence — but  oh  !   too  fbon  the  hero  mourns 
His  hopes  deceived  and  war's  ineonilant  turns.        175 
Tn  vain  his  echoing  trumpets"  k-ucl  alarms 
Provoke  the  cold  t'nevia,n  lords  to  arras  ; 
Carelefs  of  tame,  as  of  their  monarch's  fate, 
In  fuilen  (loth  fupinely  proud  they  fate, 
Of  to  be  flaves  or  free  alike  prepared,  18$ 

And  truitingHeav'n  was  bound  to  be  their  guard, 
Untouch'd  with  (hame  the  noble  Itrife  beheld, 
Nor  once  eflay'd  to  Itruggle  to  the  fit-Id ; 
But  fought  in  the  cold  (hade  and  rural  feat, 
An  unmblefting  eafe  and  calm  retreat ;  185 

Saw  each  contending  prince's  arms  advance, 
Then,  with  a  lazy  dull  indifference, 
Turn'd  to  their  reft,  and  left  the  world  to  Chajuce. 
So  when,  commanded  by  the  wife  of  Jove, 
Thaumantian  Iris  left  the  realms  above,  190 

And  iwift  defending  on  her  painted  bow, 
Sought  the  dull  god  of  lleep  in  fliades  below, 
Nodding  and  flow  his  drowfy  head  he  rear'd. 
And  heavily  the  facred  meffage  heard  ; 
Then  with  a  yawn  at  once  forgot  the  pain,  195 

And  funk  to  his  firft  floth  and  indolence  again. 

But  ot>,  my  Mxii'e  !  the  ungrateful  toil  forfake, 
Some  taik  more  pleafing  to  thy  numbers  take, 
Nor  chule  in  melancholy  ftrains  to  tell 
Each  harder  chance  the  juller  cauie  belel :  200 

Or  rather  turn,  aufpicious  turn  thy  flight 
Where  Marlb'rough's  heroic  arms  invite, 
Where  higheft  deeds  the  poet's  breail  infpire 
With  rage  divine,  and  fan  the  {acred  fire. 
See  where  at  once  Ramillia's  noble  field  105 

Ten  thoufand  themes  for  living  verie  (hall  yield  ! 
See  where  at  once  the  dreadful  objects  rife, 
At  once  th-jy  fpread  before  my  wond'ring  eyes, 
And  ihock  my  lab'ring  foul  with  vaft  furprile  ! 
At  once  the  wide  extended  battles  move,  zio 

At  once  they  join,  at  once  their  fate  they  prove ! 
The  roar  afcends  promifc'ous  ,  groans  and  cries, 
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The  drums,  the  cannons'  bur-ft,  the  Ihout,  fuppliqs 
One  univerial  anarchy  of  nolle  1 

One  din  contused,  found  mixt  and  loft  In  found,     215 
Echoes  to  all  the  frighted  cities  round  ! 
Thick  dull  and  imoke  in  wavy  clouds  arii'e, 
Stain  the  bright  day,  and  taint  the  purer  Ikies  ; 
While  flafhing  flames  like  lightning  dart  between, 
And  fill  the  horror  of  the  fatal  icene  i  zao 

Around  the  field,  all  dy'd  in  purple  foam, 
Hate,  Fury,  and  iniatiate  Slaughter,  roam  ; 
Difcord  with  pleafure  o'er  the  ruin  treads, 
And  laughing  wraps  her  in  her  tatter'd  weeds  ; 
While  fierce  Bellowa  thunders  in  Uer  car,  --  ^ 

Shakes  terrible  her  ileely  whip  from  far, 
And  with  uew  rage  revives  the  fainting  war  ! 
So  when  two  currents,  rapid  in  their  cowrie, 
Rufli  to  a  point,  and  meet  with  equal  force, 
The  angry  billows  rear  their  heads  on  high,  130 

Dafhing  aloft  the  foaming  forges  fly, 
And  riling  cloud  the  air  with  miily  lory  j 
The  raging  flood  is  heard  from  far  to  roar, 
By  lirTning  fliepherds  on  the  diftant  more, 
While  much  they  fear  what  ills  it  mould  portend,  235 
And  wonder  why  the  vyat'ry  gods  contend. 

High  in  the  midil  Britannia's  warlike  chief, 
Too  greatly  bold  and  prodigal  of  life, 
Is  feen  to  prefs  where  death  and  dangers  call ; 
Where  the  war  bleeds  and  where  the  tliickeft  fail      240 
He  flies,  and  drives  confus'd  the  fainting  Gaul. 
Like  heat  diflus'd  his  great  example  warms, 
And  animates  the  Ibcial  warriors1  arms, 
Inflames  each  colder  heart,  confirms  the  bold, 
Makes  the  young  heroes,  and  renews  the  old .  24.5 

In  forms  divine  around  him  watchful  wait 
The  guardian  Genii  of  the  Britilh  ftate  ; 
Juftice  and  Truth  his  fteps  unerring  guide, 
And  faithful  Loyalty  defends  his  fide  ; 
Prudence  and  Fortitude  their  Marlborough  guard,  250 
And  pleafmg  Liberty  his  labours  cheer \l } 
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But  chief  the  angel  of  his  queen  was  there. 

The  Union  Crois  his  filver  fhield  did  bear, 

And  in  his  decent  hand  he  fhook  a  warlike  fpear  ; 

While  Victory  celeftial  Ibars  above,  255 

Plum'd  like  the  eagle.of  imperial  Jove, 

Hangs  o'er  the  chief", -whom  (he  delights  to  blefs, 

And  ever  arms  his  fword  with  fure  iiiccefs, 

Dooms  him  the  proud  oppreflbr  to  deftroy, 

Then  waves  her  palm,  and  claps  her  wings  for  joy.  260 

Such  was  young  Ammon  on  Arbehfs  plain, 

Or  fuch  the  painter  *  did  the  hero  feign, 

Where  rufhing  on  and  fierce,  he  feems  to  ride 

With  graceful  ardour  and  majeftic  pride, 

With  all  the  gods  of  Greece  and  Fortune  on  his  fide. 

Nor  long  Bavaria's  haughty  prince  in  vain  26 6 

Labours  the  fight  unequal  to  maintain  ; 
He  fees  'tis  doom'd  his'  fatal  friend  the  Gaul 
Shall  /hare  the  fhame,  and  in  one  ruin  fall  ; 
Flies  from  the  foe  too  oft  in  battle  try'd,  270 

And  Heav'n  contending  on  the  viftor's  fide, 
Then  mourns  his  rafh  ambition's  crime  too  late, 
And  yields  reluftant  to  the  force  of  Fate. 
So  when  ./Eneas  thro'  night's  gloomy  fliade 
The  dreadful  forms  of  hoftile  gods  furvey'd,  275 

Hopelefs  he  left  the  burning  town  and  fled, 
Saw  'twas  in  vain  to  prop  declining  Troy, 
Or  lave  what  Heav'n  had  deftirt'd  to  deftroy. 

What  vaft  reward,  O  Europe !  flialt  thoii  pay 
To  him  who  fav'd  thee  on  this  glorious  day  ?          2 So 
Blefs  him,  ye  grateful  Nations  !  where  lie  goes, 
And  heap  the  viclor's  laurel  on  his  brows. 

In  ev'ry  land,  in  ev'ry  city,  freed 
Let  the  proud  column  rear  its  marble  head, 
To  Marlborough  and  Liberty  decreed  :  285 

Rich  with  his  wars,  triumphal  arches  raife, 
To  teach  your  wond'ring  i'ons  the  hero's  praife : 
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To  him  your  fkiiful  bards  their  verte  fiiall  bring', 
For  him  the  tuneful  voice  be  taught  to  ling,  389 

The  breathing  pipe  (hall  ivveil,   (hall  found  the  trem- 
bling itring. 

O  happy  thou,  where  peace  for  ever  (miles, 
Britannia  !  nobleft  of  the  ccer.u's  ifles, 
Fair  Queen !  who  doft  amidit  thy  waters  reign, 
And  Itretch  thy  empire  o'er  the  fartheft  maija, 
What  traniports  in  thy  parent  boiom  roll'd  295 

When  Fame  at  firft  the  pleaiing  ftory  told  ! 
How  didft  thou  lift  thy  tow'ry  front  on  high  ! 
Not  meanly  confcious  of  a  mother1*  joy, 
Proud  of  thy  ion  as  Crete  was  of  her  Jove, 
How  \vert  thou  pleased  Heav'n  did  thy  choice  approve, 
And  fixt  fuccefs  where  thou  hadft  fixt  thy  love  !       301 
How  with  regret  his  abfence  didli  thou  mourn  I 
How  with  impatience  wait  his  wifiVd  return  ! 
How  were  the  winds  accus'd  for  his  delay ! 
How  didil  thou  chide  the  gods  who  rule  the  lea,     305 
And  charge  the  Nereid  nymphs  to  waft  him  on  his  way! 

At  length  he  comes,   he  ceaies  from  his  toil, 
Like  kings  of  old  returning  from  the  ipoil : 
To  Britain  and  his  queen  for  ever  dear, 
He  comes  their  joy  and  grateful  thanks  to  mare.    310 
Lowly  he  kneels  before  the  royal  feat, 
And  lays  its  proudeit  wreaths  at  Anna'i  feet  j 
While  tprm'd  alike  for  labours  or  for  eale, 
In  camps  to  thunder,  or  in  courts  to  pleait1,  314 

Britain's  bright  "nymphs  make  Marlborough  their  care, 
In  all  his  dangers,  all  his  triumphs  (hare  : 
ConqYmg  he  lends  the  well  pleas \i  fair  new  grace, 
And  adds  frefh  luftre  to  each  beauteous  face ; 
Britain,  preferv'd  by  his  victorious  arms,  319 

With  wondrous  pleafure  each  fair  bofom  warms, 
Lightens  in  ail  their  eyes,  and  doubles  all  their  charms. 
Ev'n  his  own  Sunderland,  in  beauteous  rtore 
So  rich,  ftie  fc-em\i  incapable  of  more, 
Now  fliines  with  graces  never  known  before  j 
Fierce  with  transporting  joy  me  feems  to  bum,        3^-5 
And  each  foft  feature  t^ke;  a  Iprightly  turn. ; 
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New  flames  are  feen  to  fparkle  in  her  eyes, 
And  on  her  blooming  cheeks  frefh  rofes  rife ; 
The  pleafing  paffion  heightens  each  bright  hue, 
And  feems  to  touch  the  finifh'd  piece  anew,  330, 

Improves^what  Nature's  bounteous  hand  had  giv'n,: .' 
And  mends  the  faireft  workmanship  of  Heaven. 

Nor  joy  like  this  in  courts  is  only  found, 
But  fpreads  to  all  the  grateful  people  round  : 
Laborious  hinds  inur'd  to  rural  toil,  535 

To  tend  the  flocks,  and  turn  the  mellow  foil, 
In  homely  guife  their  honeft  hearts  exprefs, 
And  blefs  the  warrior  who  protects  the  peace, 
Who  keeps  the  foe  aloof,  and  drives  afar 
The  dreadful  ravage  of  the  wafting  war  :  340 

No  rudedeftroyer  cuts  the  rip'ning  crop, 
Prevents  the  harveft,  and  deludes  their  hopej 
No  helplefs  wretches  fly  with  wild  amaze, 
Look  weeping  back,  and  fee  their  dwellings  blaze  ; 
The  victor's  chain  no  mournful  captives  know,     345 
Nor  hear  the  threats  of  the  inlulting  foe  ; 
But  Freedom  laughs,  the  fruitful  fields  abound, 
The  cheerful  voice  of  Mirth  is  heard  to  found, 
And  Plenty  doles  her  various  bounties  round. 
The  humble  village  and  the  wealthy  town  3  50 

Confenting  join  their  happinefs  to  own. 
What  Heav'n  and  Anna's  gentleft  reign  afford, 
All  is  fecur'd  by  Marlborough's  conq'ring  fword. 

O  facred,  ever  honour'd  name  !   O  tjiou 
That  wert  our  greateft  William  once  below !  355 

What  place  foe'er  thy  virtues  now  pofTefs, 
Near  the  bright  fource  of  everlafting  blifs, 
Where'er  exalted  to  ethereal  height, 
Radiant  with  ftars  thou  tread'ft  the  fields  of  light,     : 
Thy  feats  divine,  thy  Heav'n,  a  while  forfake,     360 
And  deign  the  Briton's  triumph  to  partake. 
Nor  art  thou  chang'd,  but  ftill  thou  malt  delight 
To  hear  the  fortune. of  the  glorious  fight,     - 
How  fail'd  oppreflion,  and  prevail'd  the  right. 
What  once  below  fuch  ftill,  thy  pleafures  are  j         365 
Europe  and  Liberty  are  ftill  thy  care  : 
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Thy  great,  thy  gen'rous,  pure,  immortal,  mind 
Is  ever  to  the  public  good  inclin'd, 
Is  ftill  the  tyrant's  foe,  and  patron  of  mankind. 
Behold  where  Maryborough,  thy  laft  belt  gift,       370 
At  parting  to  thy  native  Belgia  left, 
Succeeds  to  all  thy  kind  paternal  cares, 
Thy  watchful  counfels  and  laborious  wars  } 
Like  thee  afpires  by  virtue  to  renown, 
Fights  to  fecure  an  empire  not  his  own,  375 

Reaps  only  toil  himfelf ,  and  gives  away  a  crown. 
At  length  thy  pray'r,  O  pious  Prince !  is  heard, 
Heav'n  has  at  length  in  its  own  caufe  appear'dj 
•At  length  Ramillia's  field  atones  for  all 
The  faithlefs  breaches  of  the  perjur'd  Gaul  j  380 

At  length  a  better  age  to  man  decreed, 
With  truth,  with  peace  and  jufticS,  mail  fucceed  j 
Fall'n  are  the  proud,  and  the  grieved  world  is  freed. 
One  triumph  yet,   my  Mufe  !  remains  behind  j 
Another  vegeance  yet  the  Gaul  mall  find  :  385 

On  Lombard  plains  beyond  his  Alpine  hills 
Louis  the  force  of  hoftile  Britain  fe^ls  : 
Swift  to  her  friends  diftrefs'd  her  fuccours  fly, 
Anddiftant  wars  her  wealthy  fons  liipply  j 
From  (low  xmaclive  courts  they  grieve  to  hear         390 
Eugene,  a  name  to  ev'ry  Briton  clear, 
By  tedious  languifhing  delays  is  held 
Repining  and  impatient  from  the  field  : 
While  factious  ftateimen  riot  in  excefs., 
And  lazy  priefts  whole  provinces  poffeis,  395 

Of  unregarded  wants  the  brave  complain, 
And  the  ftarv'd  ibldier  fues  for  bread  in  vain : 
At  once,  with  gen'rous  indignation  warm, 
Britain,  the  treafure  fends,  and  bids  the  hero  arm  : 
Straight  eager  to  the  field  he  ipeeds  away,  400 

There  vows  the  victor  Gaul  mail  dear  repay 
The  Ipoils  of  Calcinato's  fatal  day. 
Cheer'd  by  the  prefcnce  of  the  chief  they  love, 
Once  more  their  late  the  warriors  long  to  prove  $ 
Reviv'd  each  ibldier  lifts  his  drooping  head,          405. 
Forgets  his  wounds,  and  calls  him  on  to  lead. 
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Again  their  crefts  the  Gentian  Eagles  rear, 

Stretch  their  broad  wings  and  fan  the  Latian  air  j 

Greedy  for  battle  and  the  prey  they  call, 

And  point  great  Eugene's  thunder  on  the  Gaul.      41 » 

The  chief  commands,  and  foon  in  dread  array 

Onwards  the  moving  legions  urge  their  way  j 

With  hardy  marches  and  fuccelsful  hafte 

O'er  ev'ry  barrier  fortxmate  they  pafs'd 

Which  Nature  or  the  fkilful  foe  had  plac'd.  41 5 

The  foe  in  vain  with  Gallic  arts  attends  , 

To  mark  which  way  the  wary  leader  bends, 

Vainly  in  war's  myfterious  rules  is  wife, 

Lurks  where  tall  woods  and  thickeft  coverts  rife, 

And  meanly  hopes  a  conqiieft  from  furpvile.  41  j 

Now  with  fwift  horfethe  plain  around  them  beats, 

And  oft  advances  and  as  oft  retreats  $- 

Now  fix'd  to  wait  the  coming  force  he  feems, 

Secur'd  by  iteepy  banks  and  rapid  itreams, 

While  river  gods  in  vain  exhauft  their  ftore,  425 

From  plenteous  xirns  the  gufhing  torrents  pour, 

Rile  o'er  their  utmoft  margins  to  the  plain, 

And  ftrive  to  ftay  the  warrior's  hafte  in  vain  : 

Alike  they  pals  the  plain  and  clofer  wood, 

Explore  the  ford,  and  tempt  the  Iweliing  fbod  ;      430 

Unfhaken  ftill  purl'ue  the  ftedfaft  courfe,  [force. 

And  where  they  want  their  way,  they  find  it  or  they 

But  anxious  thoughts  Savoy's  great  prince  infeft, 
And  roll  ill  boding  in  his  careful  breaft  ; 
Oft  he  revolves  the  ruins  of  the  great,  435 

And  fadly  thinks  on  loft  Bavaria's  fate, 
The  haplefs  mark  of  Fortune's  cruel  fport, 
An  exile,  meanly  forc'd  to  beg  fupport 
From  the  flow  bounties  of  a  foreign  court ! 
Forc'd  from  his  lov'd  Turin,  his  laft  retreat,          440 
His  glory  once  and  empire's  ancient  feat, 
He  fees  from  far,  where  wide  deftructions  fpread, 
And  fiery  fhow'rs  the  goodly  town  invade, 
Then  turns  to  mourn  in  vain  his  ruin'd  ftate, 
And  curfe  the  unrelenting  tvrant'shate.  445 
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But  great  Eugene  prevents  his  ev'ry  ftar, 
He  had  refolv'd  it,  and  he  would  be  there  ; 
Not  danger,  toil,  the  tedious  weary  way. 
Nor  all  the  Gallic  pow'rs,  his  promised  aid  delay. 
Like  Truth  itfelf,  unknowing  how  to  fail,  450 

He  fcorn'd  to  doubt,  and  knew  he  muft  prevail. 
Thus  ever  certain  does  the  fun  appear, 
Bound  by  the  law  of  Jove's  eternal  year  j 
Thus  conftant  to  his  courie  lets  out  at  morn,          454 
Round  the  wide  world  in  twice  twelve  hours  is  borne, 
And  to  a  moment  keeps  his  nVd  return. 
Straight  to  tht  town  the  heroes  turn  their  care, 
Their  friendly  fuccour  for  the  brave  prepare, 
And  on  the  foe  united  bend  the  war.  455 

O'er  the'fteep  trench  and  rampart's  guarded  height 
At  once  they  rit/h,  and  dri\re  the  rapid  flight : 
With  idle  anus  the  Gallic  legions  leem 
To  ftem  the  rage  of  the  refiftleis  dream  ; 
At  once  it  bears  them  down,  at  once  they  yield, 
Headlong  are  puftYd  and  iwept  along  the  field  :       465 
Refinance  ceaies,  and  'tis  war  no  raarej 
At  once  the  vanquifli'd  oarn  the  victor's  pow'r : 
Thro'out  the  field  tvfaere^er  they  turn  their  fight 
'Tis  all  or  conqueft  or  inglorious  flight.  460 

-  Swift  to  their  refcu'd  friends  their  joys  they  bear, 
With  life  and  liberty  at  once  they  cheer, 
And  fave  them  in  the  moment  of  deipair. 

So  timely  to  the  aid  of  finking  Rome 
With  ailive  hafte  did  great  Carmillus  come  ; 
So  to  the  Capitol  he  tbrc'd  his  way,  475 

So  fr.^m  the  proud  Barbarian's  fnatch'd  his  prey, 
And  fav'd  his  country  in  one  fignalday. 

From  impious  amis  at  length,  O  Louis  !   ceafe, 
And  leave  at  length  the  laboring  world  in  peace  ; 
Left  htav'n  difclole  feme  yet  more  faral  fcene,          48® 
Fatal  beyond  Ramillia  or  Turin  ; 
Left  from  thy  hand  thou  fee  thy  Iceptre  torn, 
And  humbled  in  the  dull  thy  lofles  mourn  j 
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Left  urgM  at  length  thy  own  repining  (lave, 
Tho1  fond  of  burdens,  and  in  bondage  brave, 
Purfue  thy  hoary  head  with  curies  to  the  grave.     486 

OCCASIONED  BY   HIS  FIRST  VISIT. 

TO  LADY  WARWICK. 

AT  HOLLAND  HOUSE. 
I. 

HEARING  that  Chloe's  bowV  crown'd 
The  fummit  of  a  neighboring  hill, 
Where  ev'ry  rural  joy  was  found, 
Where  health  and  wealth  were  placed  around 
To  wait  like  fervants  on  her  will  j  5 

II. 

1  went  and  found  'twas  as  they  faid, 
That  ev'ry  thing  looked  fre(h  and  fair ; 
Her  herds  in  flow'ry  paftuves  ftray'd, 
Delightful  was  the  green-wood  (hade, 
And  gently  breathed  the  balmy  air.  19 

But  when  I  found  my  troubled  heart 

Uneafy  grown  within  my  breaft, 

My  breath  came  fhort,  and  in  each  part 

Some  new  diibrder  feem'd  to  ftart, 

Which  pain'd  me  fore  and  broke  my  reft  j  j  5 

"  Some  noxious  vapour  lure/1  I  faid, 

*'  From  this  unwholefome  foil  mufl  rife ; 

*'  Some  fecret  venom  is  convey'd, 

"  Or  from  this  field,  or  from  that  (hade, 

"  That  does  the  powers  of  life  lurprife."  x« 

V. 

Soon  as  the  (kilful  leech  beheld 
The  change  that  in  my  health  was  grown, 
"  Blame  not,"   he  cry'd,  "  nor  wood  nor  field  j 
"  Diibafes  which  fuch  fymptoms  yield 
'*  Proceed  from  Chloe's  eyes  alone.  25 

VI. 

"  Alike  (lie  kills  in  ev'iy  air ; 
'*  The  coldeft  breall  her  beauties  warm  j 
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*'  And  tho'  the  fever  took  you  there, 
«  If  Chloe  had  not  been  fo  fair, 
'*"  The  place  had  never  done  you  harm.'*  30 

THE  VISIT. 

WIT  and  Beauty  t'other  day 
Chanc'd  to  take  me  in  their  way. 
And,  to  make  the  favour  greater, 
Brought  the  Graces  and  Goodnature, 
Converfation  care  beguiling,  < 

Joy  in  dimples  ever  Imiling, 
All  the  pleafures  here  below 
Men  can  afk  or  gods  beftovv. 
A  jolly  train,  believe  me  !  No : 
There  were  but  two,  Lepell  *  and  Howe.  i« 

THE  CONTENTED  SHEPHERD. 

TO  MRS.  A D — . 

I. 

AS  on  a  rummer's  day 
In  the  green-wood  made  I  lay, 
The  maid  that  I  lov'd, 
As  her  fancy  mov'd, 
Came  walking  forth  that  way  ;  3 

And,  as  me  pafled  by, 

With  a  fcornful  glance  of  her  eye, 

«  What  a  mamc,"  quoth  me, 

*'  For  a  fwain  muft  it  be 

*'  Like  a  lazy  loon  for  to  die  !  i« 

III. 

"  And  doft  thou  nothing  heed 
"  What  Pan  our  god  has  decreed, 
*'  What  a  prize  to-day 
"  Shall  be  giv'n  away 
"  To  the  fweeteft  fhepherd^s  reed  ?  1 5 

IV. 

"  There  is  not  a  fingle  fwain 
**  Of  all  this  fruitful  plain 

*  Afterwards  the  celebrated  Lady  Harvey. 
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'  But  with  hopes  and  fears 
'  Now  bufily  prepares 
:  The  bonny  boon  to  gain. 
V. 

:  Shall  another  maiden  mine 
:  In  brighter  array  than  thine  ? 
1  Up,  up,  dull  iwain  ! 
'  Tune  thy  pipe  once  again, 
c  And  make  the  garland  mine." 

VI. 

:  Alas,  my  love!"  he  cry'd, 
;  What  avails  this  courtly  pride  ? 
:  Since  thy  dear  deiert 
:  Is  written  in  my  heart, 
:  What  is  all  the  world  befide? 
VII. 

To  me  thou  art  more  gay, 
'  In  this  homely  ruflet  grey, 

Than  the  nymphs  of  our  green, 

So  trim  and  fo  fheen, 

Or  the  brighteft  queen  of  May. 
VIII. 

What  tho'  my  fortune  frown, 

And  deny  thee  a  filken  gown  .> 

My  own  dear  maid  ! 

Be  content  with  this  fliade 

And  a  fhepherd  ail  thy  own/' 
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AN  EPISTLE  TO  FLAVIA, 

ON  THE  SIGHT  OF 

TWO  PINDARIC  ODES 

ON    THE    SPLEEN    AND    VANITY. 
Written  I>J  a  Lady  her  Fritnd.* 

FLAVIA,  to  you  with  fafety  I  commend 
This  verfe,  the  lecret  failing  of  your  friend  s 
To  your  good  nature  I  fecurely  truft, 
Who  know  that  to  conceal  is  to  be  jtift. 
The  Mufe,  like  wretched  maids  by  love  undone,      5 
From  friends,  acquaintance,  and  the  light,  would  runj 
Confcious  of  folly,  fears  attending  mame, 
Fears  the  cenforious  world,  and  lofs  of  fame. 
Some  confidant  by  chance  me  finds  (tho'  few 
Pity  the  fools  whom  love  or  verfe  undo)  id 

Whofe  fond  companion  fboths  her  in  the  fin, 
And  fets  her  on  to  venture  once  again. 

Sure  in  the  better  ages  of  old  time 
Nor  poetry  nor  love  was  thought  a  crime  j 
From  Heaven  they  both,  the  gods'  beft  gifts,  were 
Divinely  perfect  both  and  innocent.  [lent,. 

Then  were  bad  poets  and  loofe  loves  not  known  ;     1 7 
None  felt  a  warmth  which  they  might  blufh  to  own  : 
Beneath  cool  fhades  our  happy  fathers  lay, 
And  fpent  in  pure  untainted  joys  the  day  :  20 

Artleis  their  loves,  artlefs  their  numbers,  were, 
While  Nature  fimply  did  in  both  appear, 
Nor  could  the  cenfor  or  the  critic  fear : 
Pleas'd  to  be  pleas'd,  they  took  what  Heav'n  beftow'd, 
Nor  were  too  curioxis  of  the  given  good.  25 

At  length,  like  Indians  fond  of  fancy'd  toys, 
We  loft  being  happy,  to  be  thought  more  wile. 
In  one  curs'd  age,  to  punifli  verfe  and  fin,1 
Critics  and  hangmen  both  at  once  came  in. 
Wit  and  the  laws  had  both  the  fame  ill  fate,  30 

And  partial  tyrants  fway'd  in  either  (late. 

*  Anne,  Countcfs  of  Winciielfea. 

E  3 
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lilnatur'd  cenfure  would  be  lure  id  damn 
An  alien  wit  of  mdependant  fame, 
While  wn  old,  and  harden'' d  In  offence, 

Was  fufferM  to  write  on  in.  fpite  of  ienfe.  35 

Back'd  by  his  friends,  tlV  invader  brought  along 
A  crew  of  foreign  words  into  our  tongue, 
'Bo  ruin  and  enuave  the  free-born  Englilh  fong. 
Still  the  prevailing  facYion  propt  his  throne, 
.And  to  fouv  volumes  let  his  plays  run  on  ;  40? 

Then  a  !ew\l  tide  of  ven'e  with  vicious. rage 
Broke  in  upon  the  morals  of  the  ag.-. 
The  ita^e  (wlwie  ait  was  cncs  tlie  mind  to  move 
To  noble  darlag  and  to  virtuous  love) 
Precept  with  pteaiure  mlx'd  no  more  profsil,  4^ 

But  dealt  in  double  w  v  ly  jeit  j 

The  fiiocking  founds  offend  the  blufhing  fair, 
And  drive  them  from  the  guihy  theatre. 
Ye  wretched  Bards  !  from  whom  theie  ills  have  fprung, 
AVhom  the  avenging  pow'rs  have  ipiirM  too  long,     50 
Well  may  you  fear  the  blow  will  iurely  coine  j 
Your  Sodom  has  no  ten  t'arert  its  doom  i 
Unlefs  the  fair  Ardelia  will  alone 
To  heav'n  lor  all  the  guilty  tribe  atone  j 
Nor  can  ten  faints  do  more  than  fuch  a  on£ : 
Since  me  alone  of  the  poetic  crowd 
To  the  falfe  gods  of  Wit  has  never  bow'd, 
The  empire  which  fixe  faves  mall  own  her  fway, 
And  all  Parnaflus  her  blei's'd  laws  obey. 

Say  from  what  iacred  fountain,  Nymph  divine !    60 
The  treafures  flow  which  in  thy  verie  do  Ihine  ? 
With  what  ftraage  infpiration  art  thou  bleft ! 
What  more  than  Delphic  ardour  warms  thy  breafl! 
Our  fordid  earth  ne'er  bred  fo  bright  a  flame, 
But  from  the  fkies,  thy  kindred  (kies,  it  came,         65 
To  numbers  great  like  thine  th1  angelic  choir 
In  joyous  concert  tune  the  golden  lyre  ; 
Viewing  with  pitying  eyes  our  cares,  with  thee 
They  wifely  own  that  "  All  his  vanity  j" 
Ev''n  all  the  joys  which  mortal  minds  can  know,      70- 
And  find  Ardelia"$  verfe  the  Jealt  vain  thins:  below. 
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If  Pindar's  name  to  thoi'e  blefs'd  mansions  reach, 
And  mortal  Mules  may  immortal  teach, 
In  verle  like  his  the  heav'nly  nation  raife 
Their  tuneful  voices  to  their  Maker's  praife  :  75 

Nor  mall  celeilial  harmony  diidaiu 
For  once  to  imitate  an  earthly  ftrain, 
Whofe  fame  fecure  no  rival  e'er  can  fear, 
But  thole  above  and  fair  Ardelia  here. 
She  who  undaunted  could  his  raptures  view,  So 

And  with  bold  wings  his  lacred  heights  purfue, 
Safe  thrO'  the  Dithyrambic  flream  fhe  itecrM, 
Nor  the  rough  deep  in  all  its  dangers  fear'd  ; 
Not  fo  the  reft,  who  with  fuccefsliil  pain 
TV  unnavigable  torrent  try'd  in  vain.  g^ 

'    So  CleliaTeap''d  into  the  rapid  flood, 
While  the  Etruicans  ftruck  with  wonder  flood  : 
Amidft  the  waves  her  rafh  purfucrs  dy'd  j 
Thematchkfs  dame  could  only  ilem  the  tide, 
And  gain  the  glory  of  the  farther  fide.  90 

See  with  what  pomp  the  antic  maflc  comes  in, 
The  various  forms  of  die  fantaftic  fpleen  ! 
Vain  empty  laughter,  howling  grief  and  tears, 
Falfejoy,  bred  by  falfe  hope  and  falfer  fears, 
Each  vice,  each  paffion,  which  pale  nature  wears     95 
In  this  odd  monftrous  medley  mix'd  appears. 
Like  Bays's  dance  confus'dly  round  they  run, 
xStatefman,  coquette,  gay  fop/  and  penuve  nun, 
Speftres  and  heroes,  hufbands  and  their  wives, 
With  Monkifh  drones  that  dream  away  their  lives.  100 
Long  have  I  labour'd  with  die  dire  diieafe, 
Nor  found  but  from  Ardeiia's  numbers  eafe  : 
The  dancing  verfe  runs  thro'  my  fluggim  veins, 
Where  dull  and  coid  the  frozen  blood  remains. 
Pale  cares  and  anxious  thoughts  give  way  inhafte,   105 
And  to  returning  joy  refign  my  breaft  j 
Then  free  from  ev'ry  pain  I  did  endure, 
I  blefs  the  charming  author  of  my  cure. 
So  when  to  Saul  the  great  mufician  play'd>  no 

The  fallen  fiend  unwillingly  obey'd, 
And  left  the  monarch's  breaft >  to  ikk  fome  fafer  ftiade, 
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STANZAS 
TO  LADY  WARWICK, 

On  Mr.  AddlSar?i  going  to  Ireland. 
I. 

YE  Gods  and  Nereid  nymphs  who  rule  the  fea, 
Who  chain  loud  ftorms  and  Mill  the  raging  main  t 
With  care  the  gentle  Lycidas  convey, 
And  bring  the  faithful  lover  fafe  again.  4 

When  Albion's  more  with  cheerlefs  heart  he  left, 

Penfive  and  fad  upon  the  deck  he  ftood, 

Of  ev'ry  joy  in  Chloe's  eyes  bereft, 

And  wept  his  forrows  in  the  f welling  flood.  X 

III. 

Ah,  faireft  maid !  whom,  as  I  well  divine, 
The  righteous  gods  his  juft  reward  ordain, 
For  his  return  thy  pious  wifhes  join, 
That  thou  at  length  mayft  pay  him  for  his  pain.       14 

And  fince  his  love  does  thine  alone  purfue, 

In  arts  uhpra&is'd  and  unus'd  to  range, 

I  charge  thee  be  by  his  example  true, 

And  fhun  thy  fex's  inclination,  change.  it 

When  crowds  of  youthful  lovers  round  thee  wait, 
And  tender  thoughts  in  fweeteft  words  impart, 
When  thou  art  wcoM  by  titles,  wealth,  and  ftate, 
Then  think  of  Lycidas  and  guard  thy  heart.  29 

When  the  gay  theatre  mail  charm  thy  eyes, 

When  artful  wit  mail  fpeak  thy  beauty's  praife, 

When  harmony  mall  thy  foft  foul  furprife, 

Sooth  all  thy  lenfes  and  thy  paffions  raife  j  24. 

VII. 

Amidft  whatever  various  joys  appear, 
Yet  breathe  one  figh,  for  one  fad  minute  mourn, 
&  or  let  thy  heart  know  our  delight  fincere 
Till  thy  own  trueft  Lycidas  re  turn.  aS 
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TO  LORD  WARWICK, 

ON  HIS  BIRTH-DAY. 

WHEN  fraught  with  all  that  grateful  minds  can, 
move, 

With  friendship,  tendernefs,  refpe<5l,  and  love, 
The  Mule  had  wiuVd  on  this  returning  day 
Something  moA  worthy  of  herielf  to  fay  ; 
To  Jove  ihe  offer'd  up  an  humble  pray  'r  5 

To  take  thenobk  Warwick  to  his  care  : 
"  Give  him,"  me  laid,  "  whate'er  diviner  grace 
'*  Adorns  the  foul  or  beautifies  the  face  j 
"  Let  manly  conitancy  confirm  his  truth, 
"  And  gentleft  manners  crown  his  blooming  youth  : 
"  Give  him  to  fame,  to  virtue,  to  ajpire,  IT 

t(  Worthy  our  'longs  and  thy  informing  fire  j 
"  All  various  praiie,  all  honours  let  him  prove, 
"  Let  men  admire,  and  fighing  virgins  love  j 
"  With  honell  zeal  inflame  his  gen'rous  mind,  j  5 

*<  To  love  his  country  and  protect  mankind." 
Attentive  to  her  pray'r,  the  god  reply'd, 
"  Why  doft  thou  aik  what  has  not  been  deiiy'd  ? 
**  Jove's  bounteous  hand  has  lavifh'd  all  his  pow'r, 
"  And  making  what  he  is  can  add  no  more:  20 

**  Yet  fince  I  joy  in  what  I  did  create, 
"  I  will  prolong  the  fav'rite  Wai-wick's  fate, 
"  And  lengthen  out  his  years  to  fome  uncommon  date.'r 

TO  LADY  JANE  WHARTON. 

ON  HER.  STUDYING  THE  GLOBK. 

WHILE  o'er  the  Globe,  fair  Nymph  lyour  fearches 
And  trace  its  rolling  circuit  round  the  fun,  [run, 
You  feenrf  d  the  world  beneath  you  to  lurvey, 
\Vith  eyes  ordain'd  to  give  its  p'Sople  day  j 


With  two  fair  lamps  methought  your  nations  mono 
While  ours  are  poorly  lighted  up  by  one. 
How  did  thofe  rays  your  happier  empire  gild  ! 
How  clothe  the  flow'ry  mead  and  fruitful  field  \ 
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Your  earth  was  in  eternal  fpring  array 'cl^ 
And  laughing  joy  amidft  its  natives  play M»  Jd 

Such  is  their  day,  but  cheerlefs  is  their  night, 
No  friendly  moon  reflects  your  abfent  light : 
Arid,  oh  !  when  yet  ere  many  years  are  paft 
Thoife  beams  on  other  objects  (hall  be  plac'd, 
When  ibme  young  hero,  with  renftlefs  art,  1 J 

Shall  draw  thofe  eyes,  and  warm  that  virgin  heart* 
How  (hall  your  creatures  then  their  lofs  deplore, 
And  want  thofe  funs  that  rife  for  them  no  more  I 
The  blifs  you  give  will  be  confin'd  to  one, 
And  for  his  lake  your  world  mull  be  undone*  a<S 

TO  MRS.  PULTENEY, 

UPON  HER  GOING  ABROAD. 

TIR'D  with  the  frequent  mifchiefs  of  her  eye$> 
To  dilknt  climes  the  fair  Belinda  flies  ; 
She  fees  her  fpreading  flames  confume  around> 
And  not  another  conqueft  to  be  found : 
Secure  in  foreign  realms  at  will  to  reigii, 
She  leaves  her  vaflals  here  with  proud  diiclam  j  £ 

One  only  joy  which  in  her  heart  (he  wears, 
The  dear  companion  of  her  flight  (he  bears. 
./Eneas  thus  a  burning  town  forfook, 
Thus  into  banimment  his  gods  he  took  ; 
But,  to  retrieve  his  native  Troy's  difgrace 
Fix'd  a  new  empire  in  a  happier  place.  p% 
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EPIGRAM. 

On  a  Lady  ivhofhtd  her  Water  at  feeing  the  Tragedy  ofCato,  occa-> 
Jioned  by  an  Eftgram  on  a  Lady  who  wept  at  it. 

WHILST  maudlin  Whigs  deplore  their  Cato's  fate, 
Still  with  dry  eyes  the  Toiy  Celia  fate  j 
But  tho*  her  pride  forbade  her  eyes  to  flow, 
The  gum  ing  waters  found  a  vent  below. 
Tho1  iecret,  yet  with  copious  ftreams  me  mourns,     5 
Like  twenty  river  gods  with  all  their  urns. 
Let  others  i'crew  an  hypocritic  face, 
She  fhews  her  grief  in  a  fincerer  place. 
Here  Nature  reigns  and  paflion  void  of  art, 
For  this  road  leads  direclly  to  the  heart.  10 

IMITATED  IN  LATIN. 

PLORAT  fata  ftii  dum  cetera  turba  Catonis, 
Ecce  !  oculis  iiccis  Caslia  fixa  fedet  5 
At  quanquam  lacrymis  faftus  vetat  ora  rigari, 
Jnvenere  viam  qua  per  opaca  fluant  : 
Clam  dolet  ilia  quidem,  manat  tamen  humor  abunde, 
Numinis  ex  urna,  ceu  fluvialis  aqua.  6 

Diftorquent  aliae  vultus,  iimulantque  dolorem  : 
Qu«  mag^  fmcera  eft  Caelia  parte  dolet. 
Qu^a,  mera  natura  eft,  non  peribnata  per  artem, 

itur  re.fta  cordis  ad  ima  via.  10 


EPIGRAM. 

TO  THE'TWO  NEW  MEMBERS  FOR  BRAMBER,  1708, 

THCT  in  the  Commons'"  Houfe  you  did  prevail, 
Good  Sir  Cleeve  Moore  and  gentle  Mailer  Hale  ! 
Yet  on  good  luck  be  cautious  of  relying  j 
Burgefs  for  Bramber  is  no  place  to  die  in. 
Your  predeceflbrs  have  been  oddly  fated  j 
Afgill  and  Shippen  have  been  both  tranflated.  C 
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EPIGRAM. 

On  the  Prince  ofpfales,  then  Regent,  appearing  at  tie  Fire  in  Spnn£  - 
Garden,  1716. 

THY  Guardian,  bleft  Britannia!  fcorna  to  fleep 
When  the  fad  Iubje6b  of  his  father  weep  j 
Weak  princes  by  their  fears  increafe  diilrefs  j 
He  faces  danger,  and  fo  makes  it  lefs. 
Tyrants  on  blazing  towns  may  fmile  with  joy  j 
He  knows  -to  fave  is  greater  thaadcftroy. 
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ODE  FOR  THE  NEW  YEAR  1716. 

I. 

HAIL  to  thee,  glorious  rifing  Year! 
With  what  uncommon  grace  thy  days  appear! 
Comely  art  thou  in  thy  prime, 
Lovely  child  of  hoary  Time ! 

Where  thy  golden  footfteps  trend,  5 

Pleafures  all  around  thee  fpread  j 
Blifs  and  beauty  grace-  thy  train : 
Mule !  ftrike  the  lyrr  to  Ibme  immortal  ftrnin . 
But  oh!  what  {kill,  what  matter- hand, 
Shall  govern  or  conftrain  the  wanton  band !  i  a 

Loofe,  like  my  verfe,  they  dancej  and  all  without  corn- 
Images  of  faireft  things  [mand. 
Crowd  abmrt  the  fpeaking  firings ; 
Peace  and  fweet  Prosperity, 

Faith  and  cheerful  Loyalty,  1 5 

With  foiling  Love  and  deathlefs  Poefy. 

Ye  fcowling  Shades  who  break  away, 
Well  do  ye  fly  and  mun  the  purple  day ! 
Ev'ry  fiend  and  fiend-like  form, 
Black  and  fullen  as  a  ftorm,  20 

Jealous  Fear  and  falle  Surmiie, 
Danger  with  her  dreadful  eyes, 
Faaion,.  Fury,  all  are  fled, 
And  bold  Rebellion  hides  her  daring  head. 
Behold,  thou  gracious  Year !  behold  25 

To  whom  thy  treafures  all  thou  malt  unfold, 
For  whom  thy  whiter  days  were  kept  from  times  of  old! 
See  thy  George,  for  this  is  he! 
On  his  right-hand  waiting  free, 

Britain  and  fair  Liberty:  30 

Ev'ry  good  is  in  his  face, 
Ev'ry  open  honeflt  grace  j 

Thou  great  Planlagenet !  immortal  be  thy  race ! 
F 
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III. 

See  the  facred  felon  fprings, 

See  the  glad  promife  of  a  line  of  kings !  .  35 

Royal  youth !  -what  bard  divine, 

Equal  to  a  praife  like  thine, 

Shall  in  ibme  exalted  meafure 

Sing  thee,  Britain's  deareft  treafure ! 

Who  her  joy  in  thee  (hall  tell,  40 

Who  the  fprightly  note  fhall  fwell, 

His  voice  attempering  to  .the  tuneful  fhell  ? 

Thee  AudenaroS  recorded  field, 

Bold  in  thy  brave  paternal  band,  beheld, 

And  faw  with  hopelefs  heart  thy  fainting  rival  yield  : 

Troubled  he,  with  fore  difmay,  46 

TO  thy  ftronger  fate  gave  way  $ 

Safe  beneath  thy  noble  fcorn 

Wingy  footed  was  he  borne 

Swift  as  the  fleeting  fhades  upon  the  golden  corn.      59 

What  valour,  what  diftinguifh'd  worth, 

From  thee  mail  lead  the  coming  ages  forth  ! 

Crefted  helms  and  mining  fhields, 

Warriors  fam'd  in  foreign  fields, 

Hoary  heads  with  olive  bound,  5  5 

Kings  and  lawgivers  renown'd ! 

Crowding  ftill  they  rife  anew 

Beyond  the  reach  of  deep  prophetic  view. 

Young  Auguftus  !  never  ceafe, 

Pledge  of  our  prefent  and  our  future  peace ;  60 

Still  pour  the  bleflings  forth  and  give  thy  great  increaie. 

All  the  ftock  that  Fate  ordains 

To  fupply  fucceeding  reigns, 

Whether  glory  fhall  infpire 

Gentler  arts  or' martial  fire,  66 

Still  the  fair  defcent  mail  be 

Dear  to  Albion  all  like  thee, 

Patrons  of  righteous  rules  and  foes  to  tyranny. 

Ye  golden  Lights  who  mine  on  high, 

Ye  potent  Planets  who  afceiid  the  iky !  70 
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On  the  opening  Year  difpenfe 

All  your  kindeft  influence : 

Heavenly  Pow'rs !  be  all  prepar'd 

For  our  Carolina's  guard: 

Short  and  eafy  be  the  pains  ^5 

Which  for  a  nation's  weal  the  heroine  fuftains. 

Britannia's  Angel  be  thou  near ! 

The  growing  race  is  thy  peculiar  care ; 

Oh  fpread  thy  f acred  wing  above  the  royal  fair ! 

George  by  thee  was  wafted  o'er  80 

To  the  long  expe&ed  fhore  j 

None  preiuming  to  withftand 

Thy  celeftial  armed  hand, 

While  his  facred  head  to  (hade 

The  blended  crofs  on  high  thy  filver  fhield  difplayM. 

But  oh !  what  other  form  divine  86 

Propitious  near  the  hero  feems  to  mine ! 

Pea"ce  of  mind  and  joy  ferene 

In  her  facred  eyes  are  feen ; 

Honour  binds  her  mitred  brow,  90 

Faith  and  Truth  befide  her  go, 

With  Zeal  and  pure  Devotion  bending  low. 

A  thoufand  ftorms  around  her  threat, 

A  thoufand  billows  roar  beneath  her  feet, 

While  fix'd  upon  a  rock  me  keeps  her  ftable  feat.      95 

Still  infign  of  lure  defence 

Truft  and  mutual  confidence* 

On  the  monarch  ftanding  by 

Still  me  bends  her  gracious  eye> 

Nor  fears  her  foes  approach  while  Heav'n  and  he  are  nigh. 

VII. 

Hence  then  with  ev'ry  anxious  care ;  i  o  i 

Be  gone,  pale  Envy  !  and  thou,  cold  Defpair ! 
Seek  ye  out  a  moody  cell, 
Where  Deceit  and  Treafon  dwell  j 
There  repining,  raging,  ftill  105 

The  idle  air  with  curfes  fill, 
There  blaft  the  pathlefs  wild  and  the  bleak  northern  hill  j 

F  a 
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T  here  your  exile  vainly  moan  j 
There  where  with  murmurs  horrid  as  your  own 
Beneath  the  fweeping  winds  the  bending  foreiis  groan ; 
But  thou,  Hope!  with  fmiling  ciieer,  m 

Do  thou  bring  the  ready  year. 
See  the  hours  !    achofcnband, 
See  with  jocund  looks  they  tf  and, 
All  in  their  trim  array,  and  waiting  fox  coiaaiaad.  1 1 5 

VIII, 

The  welcome  train  begins  to  move, 
Hope  leads  Increafe  and  chaiie  Connubial  Love  j 
Flora  fweet  her  bounty  fpreads, 
Smelling  gardens,  painted  meads  j 
Ceres  crowns  the  yellow  plain,  110 

Pan  rewards  the  ihepherd's  pain: 
Ail  is  plenty,  all  is  wealth, 
And  on  the  balmy  air  fits  roiy-colour'd  Health. 
I  hear  the  mirth,  I  hear  the  land  rejoice, 
Like  many  waters  1  wells  the  pealing  noife,  125 

While  to  their  monarch  thus  tiiey  raiie  the  public  voice : 

'  Father  of  thy  country  1   hail, 

(  Always  ev'ry  where  prevail : 

c  Pious,  valiant,  juit,  and  wile, 

{  Better  funs  for  thee  arife,  i  30 

'  Purer  breezes  fan  the  Ikies  j 

f  Earth  in  fruits  and  flcw'rs  is  dreil, 

'  Joy  abounds  in  ev'ry  breaft  : 

1  For  thee  thy  people  all,  for  tliee  the  Year,  is  bldl.  143 
ODE  FUR  THE  Is'EW  YEAR  1717. 

WINTER  !  thou  hoary  venerable  lire, 
All  richly  in  thy  furry  mantle  clad, 
What  thoughts  of  mirth  can  feeble  age  inipire, 
To  make  thy  careful  wrhikleJ  bi  ow  iu  triad  ? 

Now  I  fee  the  reafon  plain,  5 

Now  I  fee  thy  jolly  train  j 

Snowy-headed  Winter  leads, 

Spring  and  Summer  next  fucceeds, 

Yellow  Autumn  brings  the  rear  ; 

Thou  art  father  of  the  Year.  J  o 
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III. 

While  from  the  frofty  mellow'd  earth 

Abounding  plenty  takes  her  birth, 

The  conicious  fire  exulting  fees 

The  feafons  fpread  their  rich  increafe; 

So  dufky  Night  and  Chaos  fmil'd  15 

On  beauteous  Form,  their  lovely  child. 

IV. 

O  fair  Variety ! 
What  blii's  thou  doft  fupply ! 
The  foul  brings  forth  the  fair 

To  deck  the  changing  Year.  2» 

When  our  old  pleafures  die, 
Some  new  one  ftill  is  nigh  } 
Oh  fair  Variety ! 

V. 

Our  paflions,  like  the  feafons,  turn ; 
And  now  we  laugh,  and  now  we  mourn.  25 

Britannia  late  opprefl  with  dread, 
Hung  her  declining  drooping  head  : 
A  better  vifage  now  me  wears, 
And  now  at  once  me  quits  her  fears  : 
Strife  and  warno  more  me  knows,  3« 

Rebel  ions  nor  foreign  foes. 

VI. 

Safe  beneath  her  mighty  mailer 
In  fecurity  me  fits, 
Plants  her  loofe  foundations  fafter, 
And  her  ibrrows  paft  forgets,  3  5 

VII. 

Happy  Tfle  !  the  care  of  Heav'n, 
To  the  guardian  hero  giv'n  j 
Unrepining  ftill  obey  him, 
Still  with  love  and  duty  pay  him, 

VIII. 

Tho1  he  parted  from  thy  more  40 

While  contefting  kings  attend  him, 
Could  he,  Britain  !  give  thee  more 
Than  the  pledge  he  left  behind  him  ?  41 

F  3 
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ODE  TO  PEACE, 

FOR  THE  YEAR  171*. 
I. 

ryHOU  faireft  fweeteft  daughter  of  the  fkles, 

.I.  Indulgent,  gentle,  life-reftoring  Peacs  ! 
With  what  auipicious  beauties  doft  tnou  rife, 
And  Britain's  new-revolving  Janus  biei'j, ! 

II. 

Hoary  Winter  fmiles  before  thee,  5 

Dances  merrily  along, 
Hours  and  ieaibns  all  adore  thee, 
And  for  thee  are  ever  young. 
Ever,  Goddefs  !  thus  appear, 
Ever  lead  the  joyful  Year.  i o 

III. 

In  thee  the  night,  in  thee  the  day,  is  bleil ; 
In  thee  the  deareft  of  the  purple  eaft  : 
'Tis  thine  immortal  pleafures  to  impart, 
Mirth  to  infpire,  and  raife  the  drooping  heart: 
To  thee  the  pipe  and  tuneful  ftring  belong,  1 5 

Thou  theme  eternal  for  the  poet's  fong. 

IV. 

Awake  the  golden  lyre, 
Ye  Heliconian  choir! 
Swell  ev'ry  note  ftill  higher, 

And  melody  infpire  20 

At  heaven  and  earth's  defire. 

V. 

Hark,  how  the  founds  agree 
With  due  complacency  1 
Sweet  Peace  !  it  is  all  by  thee, 
For  thou  art  harmony.  *c 

VI. 

Who  by  Nature's  faireft  creatures 
Can  deicribe  her  heav'nly  features  ? 
What  companion  can  fit  her  ? 
Sweet  are  rofes,  me  is  fweeter  -, 
Light  is  good,  but  Peace  is  better,  30 
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Would  you  fee  her,  fuch  as  Jove, 

Form1  d  for  univeri'al  love, 

Blefs'd  by  men  and  gods  above  ? 

Would  you  ev'ry  feature  trace, 

Ev'ry  fweetly  fmiling  grace  ?  35 

Seek  our  Carolina's  face. 

VII. 

Peace  and  me  are  Britain's  treafure*, 
Fruitful  in  eternal  pieafures  ; 
Scill  their  bounty  mall  increafe  us, 
Still  their  fmiling  offspring  blet's  us.  40 

Happy  day  when  each  was  giv'n 
By  Casiar  and  indulging  Heav'n  ! 

CHORUS. 

Hail,  ye  celeftial  Pair  ! 
Still  let  Britannia  be  your  care, 

And  Peace  and  Carolina  crown  the  Year.  45 

ODE  FOR  THE  KING'S  BIRTH  DAY,  1 7  iS. 

I. 

OH  touch  the  ftring,  celeftial  Mufe  !  and  fay 
Why  are  peculiar  times  and  ieafons  bleft  ? 
Is  it  in  fate  that  one  diitinguim'd  day 
Should  with  more  hallowed  purple  paint  theeaft  ? 

Look  on  life  and  nature's  race,  5 

How  the  carelefs  minutes  pals, 

How  they  wear  a  common  face  j 

One  is  what  another  v/as 

Till  the  happy  hero's  worth 

Bid  the  fetlival  ifend  forth,  ie> 

Till  the  golden  light  he  crovra, 

Till  he  mark  it  tor  his  own. 

III. 

How  had  this  glorious  morning  been  forgot, 
Unthought  of  as  the  things  that  never  were, 
Had  not,  our  greatell  Cseiar  been  its  lot,  1 5 

/md  called  it  from  amonrft  the  vulgar  Year ! 

IV. 

Now  Nature  be  gay 
In  the  pride  of  thy  May, 
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To  court  let  thy  graces  repair  j 

Let  Flora  beftow  20 

The  crown  from  her  brow 

For  our  brighter  Britannia  to  wear. 

V. 

Thro""  ev'ry  language  of  thy  peopled  earthy 
Far  as  the  lea's  or  Caefar's  influence  goes, 
Let  thankful  nations  celebrate  his  birth,  a  5 

And  blefs  the  author  of  the  world's  repofe* 

Le£  Volga  tumbling  in  cafcades, 

And  Pothat  glides  thro'  poplar  mades, 

And  Tagus  bright  in  fands  of  gold, 

And  Arethufa,  rivers  old,  30 

Their  great  deliv'rer/mg ; 

Nor,  Danube  !  thou,  whofe  winding  flood 

So  long  has  blufh'd  with  Turkim  blood, 

To  Csefar  mall  refufe  a  ft  rain, 

Since  now  thy  ftreams  without  a  (lain  3^ 

Run  cryftal  as  their  fpring. 

CHORUS. 

To  mighty  George  that  heals  thy  wounds, 
That  names  thy  kings  and  marks  thy  bounds, 
The  joyful  voice,  O  Europe  !  raiie  : 
In  the  great  mediator's  praile  40 

Let  all  thy  various  tongues  combine, 
And  Britain's  feftival  be  thine.  4.3 

ODE  TO  THE  THAMES, 

FOR  THE  YEAR  1719. 
I. 

KING  of  the  Floods !  whom  friendly  ftars  ordain 
To  fold  alternate  in  thy  winding  train, 
The  lofty  pakee  and  the  fertile  vale, 
King  of  the  Floods  !  Britannia's  darling,  hail ! 
Hail  with  the  Year  fo  well  begun,  c 

And  bid  his  each  revolving  iun, 
Taught  by  thy  itreams,  in  ihiQoth  luecefiion  run. 
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II. 

From  thy  never-failing  urn, 

Flowers  bloom,  and  fair  increafe 

With  the  feaibns  take  their  turn  j  10 

From  thy  tributary  leas 

Tides  of  various  wealth  attend  thec  ; 

Seas  and  feaibns  all  befriend  thee. 

m. 

Here  on  thy  banks,  to  mate  the  fkles, 

Augufta's  hallowed  domes  arife,  1 5 

And  there  thy  ample  bofom  pours 

Her  numerous  fouls  and  floating tow'rs  ; 

Whole  terrors  late  to  vanquifh'd  Spain  were  known> 

And  JEtna.  Ihook  with  thunder  not  her  own. 

IV. 

Fulleft  flags  thou  doft  fuftain,  ao 

While  thy  banks  confine  thy  courfe, 
Emblem  of  our  Caefar's  reign, 
Mingling  clemency  and  force. 

So  mayft  thou,  ftill  fecur'd  by  diftant  wars, 

Ne'er  rtain  thy  ciyital  with  domeilic  jars  ;  45 

As  Cseiar's  reign,  to  Britain  ever  dear, 

Shall  join  with  thee  to  blefs  thecoming  year. 

VI, 

On  thy  fhady  margin 
Care  its  load  difcharging, 

Is  lull'd  to  gentle  reit :  30 

Britain  thus  difarming, 
Nor  no  more  alarming, 
Shall  fleep  on  Casfar's  breaft.  • 

VII. 

Sweet  to  diftrefs  is  balmy  fleep, 

To  fleep  aufpicious dreams,  35 

Thy  meadows,  Thames  !  to  feeding  fheep, 
To  thirft  thy  filver  ftreams  j 
Mere  fweet  than  all  the  praife 
Of  Ccefar's  golden  days  : 

Csefar's  prniie  isfweeter,  40 

Britain's  pleasure  greater : 
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Still  may  Caefar's  reign  excel ; 
Sweet  the  praife  of  reigning  well. 
CHORUS. 

Gtntle  Janus  !  ever  wait, 
As  now,  on  Britains  kindeft  fate; 
Crown  all  our  vows  and  all  thy  gifts  beftow 
Till  Time  no  more  renews  his  date, 
And  Thames  forgets  to  flow. 


45 
48 
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SONG.     A  GAME  AT  FLATS*. 
I. 

WHILE  Sappho  with  harmonious  airs 
Her  dear  Philenis  charms, 
With  eqxial  joy  the  nymph  appears 
Diflblving  in  his  arms.  4 

II. 

Thus  to  themfelves  alone  they  are 
What  all  mankind  can  give  j 
Alternately  the  happy  pair 
All  grant  and  all  receive.  S 

III. 

Like  the  Twin  Stars,  fo  fam'd  for  friends, 
Who  fet  by  turns  and  rile, 
When  one  to  Thetis'  lap  defcends 
His  brother  mounts  the  fkies.  iz 

IV. 

With  happier  fate  and  kinder  care 
Thefe  nymphs  by  turns  do  reign, 
While  ftill  the  falling  does  prepare 
The  rifmg  to  fuftain.  16 

V. 

The  joys  of  either  fex  in  love 
In  each  of  them  we  read  $ 
Succefllve  each  to  each  does  prove, 
Fierce  youth  and  yielding  maid.  20 

SONG.      COLHSPS  COMPLAINT. 

TO  THE  TUNE  OF  GRIM  KING  OF  THE  GHOGTS. 

L 

DESPAIRING,  befide  a  clear  ftream, 
A  fliepherd  forfaken  was  laid, 
And  while  a  fa  lie  nyn  ph  was  his  theme 
A  willow  lupported  his  head.  4 

The  wind  that  blew 'over  the  plain 

•  Thefe  ftanz-j.s  were  made  on  Mrs.  B-  -  --le  and  a  lady  her  coropanium 
whom  ihe  calls  Captaiu. 
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To  his  fighs  with  a  figh  did  reply, 

And  the  brook,  in  return  to  his  pain> . 

Ran  mournfully  murmuring  by.  8 

"  Alas  !   filly  fwain  that  I  was !" 

Thus  fadly  complaining,  he  cry-'d, 

"  When  firft  I  beheld  that  fair  face 

"  'Twere  better  by  far  I  had  dy  Yi .  r ; 

"  She  talk'd  and  I  blefs'd  the  dear  tor^ 

"  When  me  fmiPd  it  was  a  pleafure  too  great  j 

"  I  liften'd,  and  cry'd  when  fhe  lung 

"  Was  nightingale  ever  fo  fwest !  r£ 

III. 

"  How  foolifh  was  I  to  believe 
ft  She  could  dote  on  fo  lowly  a  clown, 
"  Or  that  her  fond  heart  would  not  grir.-e 
"  To  forfake  the  fine  folk  ot  the  towrr  ?  ?a 

<t  To  think  that  a  beauty  fo  gay 
"  So  kind  and  fo  conftant  would  prove, 
"  Or  go  clad  like  our  maidens  in  grey, 
"  Or  live  in  a  cottage  on  Love  ?  «4 

IV. 

"  What  tho'  I  have  fkill  to  complain-, 
"  Tho'  the  Mufes  my  temples  have  crown'd, 
'*  What  tho'  when  they  hear  my  foft  ftrain 

'  The  virgins  fit  weeping  around  ?  28 

'  Ah,  Colin  !  thy  hopes  are  in  vain, 

c  Thy  pipe  and  thy  laurel  refign, 

'  Thy  falfe  one  inclines  to  a  iwaia 

'  Whofe  mulic  is  fweeter  than  thine,  31 

V. 

*'  And  you,  my  companions  fo  dear, 
*f  Who  forrow  to  fee  mebetrayM, 
Whatever  I  fuffer  forbear, 

'  Forbear  to  accufe  the  falfe  maid.  3  5 

'  Tho"  thro'  the  wide  world  I  mould  range 

1  'Tis  in  vain  from  my  fortune  to  fly  ; 

'  'Twas  her's  to  be  falfe  and  to  change, 
'*  'Tis  mine  to  be  conftant  and  die. 
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VI. 

"  If,  while  my  hard  fate  I  fuftain, 

"  In  her  breaft  any  pity  is  found, 

(e  Let  her  come  with  the  nymphs  of  the  plain, 

tc  And  fee  me  laid  low  in  the  ground,  44 

"  The  laft  humble  boon  that  I  crave 

"  Is  to  made  me  with  cyprefs  and  yew, 

"  And  when  me  looks  down  on  my  grave 

"  Let  her  own  that  her  fhepherd  was  true,  48 

VII. 

'*  Then  to  her  new  love  let  her  go, 
"  And  deck  her  in  golden  array, 
"  Be  fined  at  ev'ry  fine  mow, 

"  And  frolic  it  all  the  long  day;  52 

"  While  Colin,  forgotten  and  gone, 
**  No  more  fhall  be  talk'd  oi'or  feen, 
tf  Unlefs  wiien,  beneath  the  pale  moon, 
"  His  ghaft  fhall  glide  over  the  green."  5.6 
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REPLY,  BY  ANOTHER  HAND. 
I. 

'E  Winds !  to  whom  Colin  complains, 

In  ditties  fo  fad  and  ib  fweet, 
Believe  me,  the  fhepherd  but  feigns 
He  is  wretched  to  fhew  he  has  wit,  4, 

No  charmer  like  Colin  can  move, 
And  this  is  fome  pretty  new  art : 
Ah!  Colin' s  a  juggler  in  love, 
And  likes  to  play  tricks  with  my  haart,  9 

When  he  will  he  can  figh  and  look  pale, 

Seem  doleful  and  alier  his  face, 

Can  tremble,  and  alter  his  tale  j 

Ah!  Colin  has  every  pace.  i* 

The  willow  my  rover  prefers 

To  the  breaft  where  he  once  begged  to  lie, 

And  the  ftreams  that  he  fwells  with  his  tears, 

Are  rivals  beloved  more  than  I.  iS 

III. 

His  head  my  fond  bofom  would  bear, 
And  my  heart  would  foon  beat  him  to  reft  j 
Let  the  fwain  that  is  flighted  defpair, 
But  Colin  is  only  injeft.  20 

No  death  the  deceiver  defigns ; 
Let  the  maid  that  is  ruin'd  defpair  j 
For  Colin  but  dies  in  his  lines, 
And  gives  himielf  that  modifn  air.  24 

IV. 

Can  mepherds  bred  far  from  the  court 
So  wittily  talk  of  their  flame  ? 
But  Colin  makes  paflion  his  fport  j 
Beware  of  fo  fatal  a  game.-  28 

My  voice  of  no  mufic  can  boaft, 
Nor  my  perfcn  of  ought  that  is  fine, 
But  Colin  may  find,  to  his  coft, 
A  face  that  is  fairer  than  mine.  iz 
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V. 

Ah!  then  I  will  break  my  lov'd  crook, 

To  thee  I"\\  bequeath  all  my  ftieep, 

And  die  in  the  much-favour' d  brook, 

Where  Colin  does  now  fit  and  weep.  36 

Then  mourn  the  lad  fate  that  you  gave> 

Tn  fonnets  fo  iinooth  and  divine  j 

Perhaps  I  may  rife  from  my  grave, 

To  hear  iuch  foft  mufic  as  thine.  4.0 

VI. 

Of  the  violet,  daify,  androfe, 
The  hearts-eafe,  the  lily,  and  pink, 
Did  thy  fingers  a  garland  compofe, 
And  crown'd  by  the  rivulefs  brink*  44 

How  oft,  my  dear  fwain !   did  I  fwear 
How  much  my  fond  love  did  admire 
Thy  verfes,  thy  fhape,  and  thy  air, 
Tho'  deck'd  in  thy  rural  attire  !  48 

VII. 

Your  fheep-hook  you  rul'd  with  fuch  art, 
That  all  your  imall  iiibje&s  obey'd, 
And  ftill  you  reign'd  king  of  this  heart, 
Whole  paflion  you  falfely  upbraid.    •  51 

How  often,  my  fwain !  have  I  laid 
Thy  arms  are  a  palace  to  me, 
And  how  well  I  could  live  in  a  fh.ade, 
Tho'  adorned  with  nothing  but  thee  ?  56 

VIII. 

Oh !  what  are  the  fparks  of  the  town, 
Tho'  never  16  fine  and  fo  gay  ? 
I  freely  would  leave  beds  of  down 
For  thy  breaft  on  a  bed  of  new  hay.  60 

Then,  Colin !   return  once  again, 
Again  make  me  happy  in  love ; 
Let  me  find  thee  a  faithful  true  fwain, 
And  as  conftant  a  nymph  I  will  prove*  €4 

Ga 
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SONG. 

FOR  rjuE  KING'S  BIRTH-DAY,  MAY  aS,  1716. 
I. 

LAY  thy  flowery  garlands  by, 
Ever-blooming  gentle  May! 
Other  honours  now  are  nigh> 
Other  honours  fee  we  pay. 
Lay  thy  flowery  garlands  by,  &c* 

Majefiy  and  great  renown 

Wait  thy  beamy  brow  to  crown. 

Parent  of  our  hero,  thou 

George  on  Britain  didft  beftow. 

Thee  the  trumpet,  thee  the  drum,  l  o 

With  the  plumy  helm,  become  j 

Thee  the  fpear  and  mining  ftiield, 

With  ev'ry  trophy  of  the  warlike  field* 

Call  thy  better  blefiings  forth, 

For  the  honour  of  his  birth  ; 

Still  the  voice  of  loud  Commotion, 

Bid  complaining*  murmurs  ceale, 

Lay  the  billows  of  the  ocean, 

And  compofe  the  land  in  peace. 

Call  thy  better,  &c.  ?«> 

IV. 

Queen  of  Odours,  fragrant  May  ! 
For  this  boon,  this  happy  day, 
Janus,  with  the  double  face> 
Shall  to  thee  refign  his  place  ; 

Thou  malt  rule  with  better  grace :  4  5 

Time  from  thee  mall  wait  his  doom, 
And  thou  malt  lead  the  Year  for  ev'ry  age  to  come. 

Faireft  month  !  in  Casfar  pride  thee, 

Nothing  like  him  canft  thou  bring, 

Tho'  the  Graces  fmile  befide  thee,  3» 

Tho'  thy  bounty  gives  the  fpring. 
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VI. 

Tho'  like  Flora  them  array  thee, 
Finer  than  the  painted  bow, 
Carolina  lhall  repay  thee 
All  thy  fweetneis,  all  thy  (how. 

VII. 

She  herfelf  a  glory  greater 
Than  thy  golden  run  difclofes, 
And  her  imiling  offspring  fweeter 
Than  the  bloom  of  all  thy  rofes. 


35 
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SONG, 

ON  A  FIJfE  WOMAN  WHO  HAD  A  DULL  HUSBAND. 
I. 

"t  T  THEN  on  fair  Cellars  eyes  I  gaze, 
V  V     And  blefs  their  light  divine, 
I  ftand  confounded  with  amazej 
To  think  on  what  they  fhine.  4 

II. 

On  one  vile  clod  of  earth  (he  feems 
To  fix  their  influence, 
Which  kindles  not  at  thofe  bright  beams, 
Nor  wakens  into  fenfe.  8 

III. 

Loft  and  bewildered  with  the  thought, 
I  could  not  but  complain 
That  Nature's  lavifti  hand  had  wrought 
This  faireft  work  in  vain.  12- 

IV. 

Thus  fomc,  who  have  the  ftars  furvey"d> 
Are  ignorantly  led 

To  think  thofe  glorious  lamps  were  made 
To  light  Tom  Fool  to  bed.  1 6 
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SONG,  AH  WILLOW ! 

TO   MRS.    A— — D rIN   HER    SICKNESS. 

TO  the  Brook  and   the  Willow  that  heard  him 
Ah  Willow,  Willow !  [complain 

Poor  Colin  fat  weeping  and  told  them  his  pain. 
Ah  Willow,  Willow  !  ah  Willow,  Willow  !         4 

II. 
Sweet  Stream !  he  cry'd  fadly,  I1!!  teach  thee  to  flow, 

Ah  Willow!  &c. 

And  the  waters  mall  rife  to  the  brink  with  my  woe» 
Ah  Willow !  &c.  8 

III. 
All  reftlefs  and  painful  poor  Amoret  lies, 

Ah  Willow !  &c . 
And  counts  the  fad  moments  of  time  as  it  flies. 

Ah  Willow!  ©V.  12, 

IV. 
To  the  nymph  my  heart  loves  ye  foft  flumbers  repair, 

Ah  Willow!  &c. 

Spread  your  downy  wings  o'er  her,  and  make  her  your 
Ah  Willow!  &f.  [care. 

V. 
Dear  Brook  !  were  thy  chance  near  her  pillow  to  creep. 

Ah  Willow!  &c. 

Perhaps  thy  foft  murmurs  might  lull  her  to  fleep. 
Ah  Willow  !  Sfc .  *• 

VI. 
Let  me  be  kept  waking,  my  eyes  never  clofe, 

Ah  Willow!  &c. 

So  the  fleep  that  1  lofe  brings  my  fair  one  repefe.    • 
Ah  Willow!  &c.  24. 

VII. 
But  if  I  am  doom'd  to  be  wretched  indeed  ; 

Ah  Willow!  &c. 

If  the  lofs  of  my  dear  one,  mjr  love,  is  decreed  ; 
Ah  Willow!  &c.  i? 
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VIII. 
If  no  more  my  fad  heart  by  thofe  eyes  fhall  be  cheer'd  j 

Ah  Willow  !  &c. 

If  the  voice  of  my  warbler  no  more  mall  be  heard'j 
Ah  Willow  !  &c.  i% 

IX. 
Believe  me,  thou  fair  one  !  thou  dear  one !  believe, 

Ah  Willow!  £sfr. 

Few  fighs  to  thy  lofs,  and  few  tears,  will  I  give. 
Ah  Willow  !  &c.  3< 

X. 
One  fate  to  thy  Colin  and  thee  mail  be  ty'd, 

Ah  Willow !  &f. 

And  foon  lay  thy  fhepherd  clofeby  thy  cold  fide. 
Ah  Willow!  &c.  40 

XI. 
Then  run,  gentle  Brook !  and  to  lofe  thyfelf  hafte, 

Ah  Willow,  Willow ! 
Fade  thou  too,  my  Willow !  this  verfe  is  my  laft. 


,  my 
r,Wi 


Ah  Willow,  Willow  !  ah  Willow,  Willow  I      44 
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TO  THE  SAME  SINGING, 

WHAT  charms  in  melody  are  found 
To  foftert  cVry  pain  ! 
How  do  we  catch  the  healing  Ibund, 
And  feel  the  ibothing  ftrain  !  ^ 

Still  when  I  hear  thee,  O  my  Fair  I 
I  bid  my  heart  rejoice  j 
I  fliake  offev'ry  fullcn  care, 
For  forrow  flies  thy  voice.  S 

The  feaibns  Philomel  obey, 
Whenever  they  hear  her  fmg  j 
She  bids  the  winter  fly  away, 
And  ihe  recals  the  fpring.  1 4 
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SONG,  THE  FAIR  INCONSTANT. 

HE. 

SINCE  I  have  long  loy'd  you  in  vain, 
And  doted  on  ev'ry  feature, 
Give  me  at  length  but  leave  to  complain 
Of  fo  ungrateful  a  creature.  4 

Tho'  I  beheld  in  your  wandering  eyes 
The  wanton  fymptoms  of  ranging, 
Still  I  reiblv'd  againft  being  wife, 
And  lov'd  you  in  fpite  of  your  changing.  3 

SHE.  Why  mould  you  blame  what  heav'n  has  made> 
Or  find  any  fault  in  creation  ? 
'Tis  not  the  crime  of  the  faithlefs  maid, 
But  Nature's  inclination.  12 

'Tis  not  becauie  I  love  you  lefs, 
Or  think  you  not  a  true  one, 
But,  if  the  truth  I  muft  confefs*       • 
I  always  lov'd  a  new  one.  it 
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PROLOGUE  TO  THE  NONJUROR, 

A  COMEDY  BY  MR.  GIBBER, 

jfs  it  was  affed  at  the  Thectre-Royal  in  Drury-Lar.e,  171$. 
SPOKEN  BY  MR.  WILKS. 

TO  night,  ye  Whigs  and  Tories  !  both  be  fafe, 
Nor  hope  at  one  another's  coft  to  laugh. 

"We  mean  to  foufe  old  Satan  and  the  Pope  ; 

They've  no  felations  here  nor  friends  we  hope. 

A  tool  of  theirs  fupplies  the  comic  (lage  | 

With  juft  materials  for  fatiric  rage  j 

Nor  think  our  colours  may  too  ftrongly  paint 

The  ftiff  Nonjuring  feparation  faint. 

Good-breeding  ne'er  commands  us  to  be  civil 

To  thole  who  give  the  nation  to  the  devil,  i  o 

Who  at  our  fureft  beft  foundation  ftrike, 

And  hate  our  monarch  and  our  church  alike  ; 

Our  church — which  aw'd  with  reverential  fear, 
Scarcely  the  Mule  preiurnes  to  mention  here  : 

Long  may  me  thefe  her  worft  of  foes  defy,  1 5 

And  lift  her  mitred  her. d  triumphant  to  the  Iky  •! 

While  theirs — but  fatire  filently  cliidains 

To  name  what  lives  not  but  in  madmen's  brains. 

Like  bawds,  each  lurking  paftor  leeks  the  dark, 

And  fears  the  Juftice's  inquiring  clerk.  20 

In  cloie  back  rooms  his  routed  flocks  he  rallies, 

And  reigns  the  patriarch  of  blind  lanes  and  allies  : 

There  fate  he  lets  his  thundering  cenfures  fly, 

Unchriftens,  damns  us,  gives  our  laws  the  lie, 

And  excommunicates  three  ftories  high.  25 

Why,  fmce  a  land  of  liberty  they  hate, 

Still  will  they  linger  in  this  freeborn  ftate  ? 

Here  ev'ry  hour  frefh  hateful  objects  rife  j 

Peace  and  profperity  affli£l  their  eyes  ; 

With  anguifh  prince  and  people  they  furvey,  30 

Their  juft  obedience  and  his  righteous  rway. 

Ship  off,  ye  Slaves  !   and  feek  fome  paflive  land, 

Where  tyrants  after  your  own  hearts  command  j 
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TO  your  Tranfalpine  mailer's  rule  refort, 
And  fill  an  empty  abdicated  court : 
Turn  your  poflemons  here  to  ready  rhino, 
And  buy  ye  lands  and  iordfhips  at  Urbino, 
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PROLOGUE  TO  THE  GAMESTER . 

A  COMEDY  BY  MRS.  CENTLIVRE, 

jfs  it  <zvas  affedat  the  New  Theatre  in  Lincoln*  s-lnn -Fields,  1704. 
SPOKEN  BY  MR.  BETTERTON. 

IF  humble  wives,  that  drag  the  marriage  chain, 
With  curfed  dogged  huibands,  may  complain,, 
If  turrfd  at  large  toftarve,  as  we  by  you, 
They  may  at  leaft  for  alimony  iue. 
Know  we  refolve  to  make  the  cale  our  own,.  5 

Between  the  plaintiff  Stage,  and  the  defendant  Town. 
When  firft  you  took  u&  from  our  father's  houfe, 
And  lovingly  our  int'reft  did  efpoufe, 
You  kept  us  fine,  carefs'd,  and  lodged  us  here,. 
And  honey-moon  held  out  above  three  year  :  i  a 

At  length,  for  pleafures  known  do  feldomlaft, 
Frequent  enjoyment  pallM  your  fprightly  tafte  j 
And  tho1  at  firft  you  did  not  quite  neglecl, 
We  found  your  love  was  dwindled  to  refpecl. 
Sometimes,  indeed,  as  in  your  way  it  fell,  15. 

You  ftopp'd  and  call'd  to  lee  if  we  were  well : 
Now,  quite  eftrang'd,  this  wretched  place  you  fhun, 
Like  bad  wine,  busTnefs,  duels,  and  a  dun. 
Have  we  for  this  increased  Apollo's  race, 
Been  often  pregnant  with  your  wit's  embrace,  20 

And  borne  you  many  chopping  babes  of  grace  ? 
Some  ugly  toads  we  had,  and  that's  the  curie  ; 
They  were  fo  like  you  that  you  far'd  the  worfe  j 
for  this  to  -night  we  are  not  much  in  pain  ; 
Look  on  it,  and  if  you  like  it  entertain  :  *5 

If  all  the  midwife  lays  of  it  be  true, 
There  are  fome  features  too  like  ibme  of  you  : 
For  us,  if  you  think  fitting  to  ibrfake  it, 
We  mean  to  run  away,  and  let  the  parifh  take  it]      «j 
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EPILOGUE  TO  THE  INCONSTANT, 

OR, 

THE  WAY  TO  WIN  HIM. 
A  COMEDY  BY  MR.  FARQUHAR. 
As  it  was  acted  at  the  Theatre- Royal  in  Drury-Lane,  1703. 
SPOKEN  BY  MR.  WILKS. 

FROM  Fletcher's  great  original*  to-day 
We  took  the  hint  of  this  our  modern  play  : 
Our  author,  from  his  lines,  has  ftrove  to  paint 
A  witty,  wild,  inconftant,  free,  gallant, 
With  a  gay  foul,  with  fenfe,  and  will  to  rove,  5 

With  language  and  with  foftnefs  fram'd  to  move, 
With  little  truth,  hut  with  a  world  of  love. 
Such  forms  on  maids  in  morning-flumbers  wait, 
When  fancy  firft  inftru£b  their  hearts  to  beat,      [yet. 
When  firft  they  wifh  and  figh  for  what  they  know  not 
Frown  not,  ye  Fair  !  to  think  your  lovers  may          10 
Reach  your  cold  hearts  by  fome  unguarded  way  j 
Let  Villeroy's  misfortune  make  you  wife  j 
There's  danger  ftill  in  darknefs  and  furprife : 
Tho'  from  his  rampart  he  defy'd  the  foe,  15 

Prince  Eugene  found  an  aqueduct  below. 
Witheafy  freedom,  and  a  gay  addrefs, 
A  prefling  lover  feldom  wants  fuccefs  : 
Whilft  the  refpeftful,  like  the  Greek,  fits  down 
And  waftes  a  ten  years  fiege  before  one  town.  a® 

For  her  own  lake  let  no  for  taken  maid 
Our  wanderer  for  want  of  love  upbraid, 
Since  'tis  a  fecret  none  mould  e'er  confefs 
That  they  have  loft  the  happy  pow'r  to  pleafe. 
If  you  fuipe6l  the  rogue  inclined  to  break,  a  5 

Break  firft,  and  fwear  you've  turned  him  off  a  week  j 
As  princes,  when  they  refty  ftatefmen  doubt, 
Before  they  can  furrender,  turn  them  out. 
Whate'er  you  think,  grave  ufes  may  be  made, 
As  much  ev'n  for  inconftancy  be  faid.  ja 

*  See  the  \\yd-gwjfe  Chafe. 
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Let  the  good  man  for  marriage  rites  defignM, 
With  ftudious  care  and  diligence  of  mind, 
Turn  over  ev?ry  page  of  womankind  ; 
Mark  ev'ry  lenle,  and  how  the  readings  vary, 
And  when  he  knows  the  woril  on't—let  him  marry,  35 
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EPILOGUE, 

SPOKEN  BY  MRS,  BARRY, 

At  the  Theatre  Royal  in  Dniry-Lant,  *jtb  Apnl  1709,  at  k«f 
playing  in  Love  fir  Love  ivitb  Mrs.  Bracegrdle,  for  the  £eneftt 
of  Mr.  Bttterton, 

ASfomebrare  knight,  who  once  with  fpear  and  fhield 
Had  {ought  renown  in  many  a  well-fought  field, 
But  now  no  more  with  facred  fame  infpir'd, 
Was  to  a  peaceful  hermitage  retir'd  : 
There  if  by  chance  difaftrous  tales  he  hears  5 

Of  matron's  wrongs,  and  captive  virgin's  tears, 
He  feels  foft  pity  urge  his  gen'rous  breatt, 
And  vows  once  more  to  fuccour  the  diftrefs'd  : 
Buckled  in  mail  he  fallies  on  the  plain, 
Aud  turns  him  to  the  feats  of  arms  again:  la 

So  we,  to  former  leagues  of  friendihip  true, 
Have  bid  once  more  our  peaceful  homes  adieu, 
To  aid  old  Thomas,  and  to  pleafure  you  ; 
Like  errant  damfels  boldiy  we  engage, 
Arm'd  as  you  fee  for  the  defencelefs  ftage,  «J> 

Time  was  when  this  good  man  no  help  did  lack, 
And  fcom'd  that  any  me  mould  hold  his  back  $ 
But  now,  fo  age  and  frailty  have  ordain'd, 
By  two*  at  once  he's  forced  to  be  fuftauVd. 
You  fee  what  failing  Nature  brings  man  to,  a* 

And  yet  let  none  inliilt :  for  ought  we  know, 
She  may  not  wear  fo  well  with  fome  of  you. 
Tho'  old,  you  find  his  ftrength  is  not  clean  pafl^ 
But,  true  as  fteel,  he's  metal  to  the  laft. 
Jf  better  he  performed  in  days  of  yore,  *  J 

Yet  now  he  gives  you  all  that's  in  his  poWr  ; 
What  can  the  youngeft  of  you  all  do  more  ? 

What  has  been  done,  tho'  prefent  praife  be  dumb, 
•Shall  haply  be  a  theme  in  times  to  come, 
As  now  we  talk  of  Roicius  and  of  Rome.  |» 

Had  you  withheld  your  favours  on  this  night, 
Old  Shakefpeare's  ghoft  had  rifen  to  do  him  right ; 

4  Mrs.  Barry  and  Mrs.  Brtcegirdle  clafp  him  round  the  waift- 
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With  indignation  had  you  feen  him  frown 

Upon  a  worthlefs,  witleis,  taftelefs  town } 

Griev'd  and  repining,  you  had  heard  him  fay  35 

Why  are  the  Mufe's  labours  caft  away  ? 

Why  did  I  write  what  only  he  could  play  ? 

But  fince,  like  friends  to  wit,  thus  throng'd  you  meet, 

Go  on  and  make  the  gen'rous  work  complete  : 

Be  true  to  merit,  and  ftill  own  his  caufe  j  40 

Find  fomething  for  him  more  than  bare  applaufe. 

In  juft  remembrance  of  your  pleafures  paft, 

Be  kind,  and  give  him  a  difcharge  at  laft  ; 

In  peace  and  eafe  life's  remnant  let  him  wear, 

And  hang  his  confecrated  bulkin*  there.  '     45 

f  Pointing  to  the  tap  of  the  ftage. 


$'ft  EPILOGUE*. 

EPILOGUE  TO  THE  CRUEL  GIFT, 

A  TRAGEDY  BY  MRS.   CENTilVRE. 
j&  it  was  acted  at  the  "Theatre  Royal  in  Drury  Lane,  1717- 
SPOKEN   BY   MRS.  OLDFIELD. 

T  T  7ELL— 'twas  a  narrow  'fcape  my  lover  made  j 
VV  That  cup  and  meflage— I  was  lore  afraid--- 
Was  that  a  prefent  for  a  new-made  widow, 
All  in  her  <!iihial  dumps,  like  doleful  Dido  ? 
When  one.peep'd  in— -and  hopM  for  fomething  good, 
There  was—  oh  Gad  ;  anafty  heart  and  blood*.         6 
If  the  old  man  had  mewn  himfelf  a  father, 
His  bowl  mould  have  enclosed  a  cordial  rather, 
Something  to  cheer  me  up  amidft  my  trance, 
ISEau  de  Barde—ov  comfortable  Nantz  \\  10 

He  thought  he  paid  it  off  with  being  frnart, 
And,  to  be  witty,  cry'd  he'd  fend  the  heart. 
I  could  have  told  his  gravity  moreover, 
Were  I  our  fex^s  fecrets  to  difcover, 
'Tis  what  we  never  look'd  for  in  a  lover.  15 

Let  but  the  bridegroom  prudently  provide 
All  other  matters  fitting  for  a  bride  ; 
So  he  make  good  the  jewels  and  the  jointure, 
To  mils  the  heart  does  feldom  difappoint  her. 
Faith,  for  the  fafhion  hearts  of  late  are  made  in,      20 
They  are  the  vileft  baubles  we  can  trade  in. 
Where  are  the  tough  brave  Britons  to  be  found, 
With  hearts  of  oak  fo  much  of  old  renown'd  ? 
How  many  worthy  gentlemen  of  late 
Swore  to  be  true  to  mother  church  and  ftate ;  2  5 

When  their  falfe  hearts  were  fecretly  maintaining 
Yon  trim  king  Pepin,  at  Avignon  reigning  ? 
Shame  on  the  canting  crew  of  foul  iniurers, 
The  Tyburn  tribe  of  fpeech-making  Nonjurors, 
Who  in  new-fangled  terms  old  truths  explaining,     30 
Teach  honeft-Englifhmen  damned  double-meaning! 

»  This  tragedy  was  founded  upon  the  ftory  of  Sigifmontla  and  Gu:   i 
•ne  of  Boccace's  novel:,  wherein  the  heart  »f  U»«  l«v*r  i»    fcnr  by  th«   f.»- 
xfierto  his  daughter  as  a  prefent. 

f  Citr«a-wzt«r  and  good  iriasLy 
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Oh  !  would  you  loft  integrity  reftorc, 
And  boaft  that  faith  your  plain  forefathers  bore, 
What  furer  pattern  can  you  hope  to  find 
Than  that  dear  pledge*  your  monarch  left  behind  ?     3  5 
See  how  he  looks  his  hondt  heart  explain, 
And  fpeak  the  bleflmgs  of  his  future  reign !     , 
In  hi?  each  feature  truth  and  candour  trace, 
And  read  plain  -dealing  written  in  his  face,  39 

,#  The  Prince  of  Wales  then  prefent. 


IMITATIONS,  &c. 

HOR.  LIB.  II.  ODE  IV. 

AD    XANTHIAM. 
I. 

NE  fit  ancillae  tlbi  amor  pudori, 
Xanthia  Phoceu  :  prius  infolentem 
Serva  Brifeis  niveo  colore 
Mov it  Achillera. 

II. 

Movit  Ajacem,  Telamono  natum, 
Forma  captivae  dominum  Tecmeffse  : 
Arfit  Atrides  medio  in  triumpho 
Virgine  rapta : 

III. 

Barbaras  poftquam  cecidere  turmae 
Theflalo  viftore,  et  ademptus  He&or 
Tradidit  feffis  leviora  tolli 
Pergama  Grails. 

IV. 

Nefcias,  en  te  generum  beati 
Phyllidis  flavae  decorent  parentes  : 
Regium  certe  genus,  et  Penates 
Mceret  iniquos. 

V. 

Crede  non  illam  tibi  de  fcelefta 
Plebe  deleftam  :  neque  fie  fidelem, 
Sic  lucro  averfam  potuifle  nafci 
Matre  pudenda. 

VI. 

Brachia  et  vultum,  teretefque  furas 
Integer  laud ofuge  fufpicari, 
Cujus  oftavum  trepidavit  setas 
CJlaudere  luftrum. 
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HOB..  B.  II.  ODE    IV.  IMITATED. 

THE  LORD  GRIFFIN  TO  THE  EARL  OF  SCARSDALJ!", 

I. 

DO  not,  moft  fragrant  Earl  [  difclaim 
Thy  bright,  thy  reputable  flame, 
To  Bracegirdle  the  brown, 
But  publicly  efpoufe  the  darae* 
And  fay,  G— — —  d the  town.  5 

II. 

Full  many  heroes,  fierce  and  keen, 
With  drabs  have  deeply  fmitten  been, 
Altho'  right  good  commanders  j 
Some  who  with  you  have  Hounflow  feen, 
And  fome  who've  been  in  Flanders.  10 

III. 

Did  not  bafe  Greber's  Pegg  *  inflame 
The  fober  Earl  of  Nottingham, 
Of  fober  fire  defcended  ? 
That,  carelefs  of  his  foul  and  fame, 
To  playhoufes  he  nightly  came, 
And  left  church  undefended.  16 

IV. 

The  monarch  who  of  France  is  height. 
Who  rules  the  roaft  with  matchlefs  might, 
Since  William  went  to  heav'n, 
Loves  Maintenon,  his  lady  bright, 
Who  was  but  Scan-on1  s  leaving.  21 

V. 

Tho'  thy  dear's  father  kept  an  inn, 
At  grifly  Head  of  Saracen, 
For  carriers  at  Northampton  ; 
Yet  (he  might  come  of  gentler  kin, 
Than  e'er  that  father  dreamt  on .  *6 

VI. 

Of  proffers  large  her  choice  had  (he, 
Of  jewels,  plate,  and  land  in  fee, 

*  Signcra  Francefco  Marguareta  de  1'Epine,  «n  Italian  fongftrefs, 
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Which  (he  with  fccrn  reje&ed  j 
And  can  a  nymph  ib  virtuous  be 
Of  bale-born  blood  fufpefted  ? 
VII. 

Her  dimple  cheek,  and  roguifh  eye, 
Her  flender  waift,  and  taper  thigh, 
I  always  thought  provoking  ; 
But  faith  tho'  I  talk  waggiftily, 
I  mean  no  more  than  joking. 

VIII. 

Then  be  not  jealous,  Friend  !  for  why  ? 
My  lady  Marchionefs  is  nigh, 
To  fee  I  ne'er  mould  hurt  ye  ; 
Bendes,  you  know  full  well  that  I 
Am  turn'd  of  five-and- forty. 
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HOR.  LIB.  III.  ODE  IX. 

AD  LYDIAM. 
HOR. 

DONEC  gratus  eram  tibi, 
Nee  quifquam,  potior  brachia  candid* 
Cervici  juvenis  dabat, 
Perfarum  vigui  Rege  beatior.  4 

LYD.  Donee  non  alia  magis 
Arfifti,  neque  erat  Lydia  poft  Chloen, 
Multi  Lydia  nominis 
Rom  ana  vigui  clarior  Ilia.  ? 

HOR.  Me  nunc  Crefia  Chlce  regit, 
Dulcesdoc~la  modos,  etCitharae  fciens  •f- 
Pro  qua  non  metuam  ir.ori, 
Si  parcent  anim?e  fata  iuperftiti.  12 

LYD.  Me  torret  facexnutua 
Tliurini  Calais  filius  Ornithi : 
Pro  quo  bis  partiar  mori 
Si  parcent  puero  fata  iuperftiti.  16 

HOR.  Quid,  fi  prifcaredit  Venus  ? 
Diduclofquejugo  cogit  aheneo  ? 
Si  flava  excutitur  Chioe, 
Rejeftaeque  patet  janua  Lydias  ?  20 

LYD.  Quanquam  fidere  pulchrior     . 
Jlle  eft,  tu  levior  cortice,  et  improbo 
Iracundior  Adria, 
Tecum  vivere  amem,  tecum  obeam  libens.  24 
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THE  RECONCILEMENT  BETWEEN 

JACOB  TONSON  AND  MR.  CONGREVE. 

AN  IMITATION  OF  HOR.  BOOK  III.  ODE  IX. 
TONSON. 

WHILE  at  my  houfe,  in  Fleet-ftreet,  once  you  lay 
How  merrily,  dear  Sir  !  time  pafs'd  away  ? 
While  "  I  partook  your  wine,  your  wit,  and  mirth, 
"  I  was  the  happieft  creature  on  God's  yearth  *." 

CON.  While  in  your  early  days  of  reputation,         5 
You  for  blue  garters  had  not  fuch  a  paflion, 
While  yet  you  did  not  ufe  (as  nowyour  trade  is) 
To  drink  with  noble  lords  and  toaft  their  ladies, 
Thou,  Jacob  Tonfon  !  wert,  to  my  conceiving, 
The  cheerfulleft,  beft,  honefteir,  fellow  living.  10 

TON.  I'm  in  with  Captain  Vanbrug  at  the  prefent, 
A  molt  fweet-natur'd  gentleman  and  pleaiant ! 
He  writes  your  comedies,  draws  fchemes  and  models, 
And  builds  dukes'  houfes  upon  veiy  odd  hills  j 
For  him,  Ib  much  I  dote  on  him,  that  I,  15 

If  I  was  iiire  to  go  to  heav'n,  would  die. 

CON.  Temple  f  and  Delaval  are  now  my  party, 
Men  that  are  tarn  Mercu  no  both  quam  Mane  ; 
And  tho'  for  them  I  mall  fcarce  go  to  heaven, 
Yet  I  can  drink  with  them  fix  nights  in  feven.  20 

TON.  What  if  from  Van's  dear  arms  I  mould  retire, 
And  once  more  warm  my  bunnians  J  at  your  fire  ? 
If  I  to  Bow-ftreet  mould  invite  you  home, 
And  fet  a  bed  up  in  my  dining-room, 
Tell  me,  dear  Mr.  Congreve  !  would  you  come  ? 

CON.  Tho'  the  gay  iailorand  the  gentle  knight, 
Where  ten  times  more  my  joy  and  heart's  delight, 
Tho1  civil  perfons  they,  you  ruder  were, 
And  had  more  humours  than  a  dancing  bear  j 
Yetfor  your  fake  I'd  bid  them  both  adieu, 
And  live  and  die,  dear  Bob  !  with  only  you.  3 1 

*  Tonfon  (Sen.)  his  dialeft. 

f  Sir  Richard  Temple,  afterwards  Lord  Cobham. 

t  J-SvOb's  terra  for  his  corns. 
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HOR.  LIB.  III.  ODE  XXI. 

AD    AMPHORAM. 
I. 

ONATA  mecum  Coniule  Manlio, 
Seu  tu  querelas,  five  geris  jocos, 
Seu  rixam,  et  inianos  amcres, 
Seu  facilern,  pia  tefta,  ibmnum :  4 

II. 

Qupcunque  Ie6lum  nomine  Mafficum 
Servas,  moveri  digna  bono  die  : 
Defcende,  Corvino  jubente, 
Promere  languid iora  vina.  8 

III. 

Non  ille,  quanquam  Socraticis  madet 
Sermonibus,  tenegliget  horridus : 
Narratur  et  prif'ci  Catonis 
Saepemero  caluifle  virtus.  iz 

IV. 

Tulene  tormentum  ingenio  admoves 
Plerumque  duro :  tu  iapientium 
Curas,  et  arcanum  jocoib 
Confilium  retegis  Lyaeo.  j6 

Tu  fpem  reducis  mentibus  anxiis, 

Vireique,  et  addis  coinua  pauperi, 

Poft  te  neque  iratos  trementi 

Regum  apices,  neque  militum  arma.  20 

Te  liber,  et,  fi  laeta  aderit  Venus, 
Segnelque  nodum  foivere  Gratiae, 
Vivaeque  producent  lucernse, 

Dum  redkns  fugat  a!li'a  Phcebus.  24 

I 
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HORACE,  BOOK  III.  ODE  XXI. 

TO  HIS  CASK. 
I. 

HAIL,  gentle  Caflc!  whofe  venerable  head, 
With  hoary  down  and  ancient  dull  o'erfpread, 
Proclaims  that  fmce  the  vine  firft  brought  thee  forth 
Old  age  has  added  to  thy  worth, 
Whether  the  fprightly  juice  thou  doft  contain  5 

Thy  votaries  will  to  wit  and  love 
Or  fenfelefs  noile  and  lewdnefs  move, 
Or  fleep,  the  cure  of  thele  and  ev'ry  other  pain. 

II. 

Since  to  Ibme  day  propitious  and  great 
Juftly  at  firft  thou  was  defign'd  by  Fate,  i« 

This  day,  the  happieft  of  thy  many  years, 
"With  thee  I  will  forget  my  cares  : 
To  my  Corvinus'  health  thou  malt  go  round, 
(Since  thou  art  ripen'd  for  to-day, 
And  longer  age  would  bring  decay)  1 5 

Till  ev'ry  anxious  thought  in  the  rich  dream  be  drown'd. 

III. 

To  thee  my  friend  his  roughnefs  mall  fubmit, 
And  Socrates  himfelf  a  while  forget. 
Thus  when  old  Cato  would  foinetimes  unbend 
The  nigged  ftiffnefs  of  his  mind,  20 

Stern  and  fevere ;    the  Stoic  quaff 'd  his  bowl, 
His  frozen  virtue  felt  the  charm, 
And  foon  grew  pleas'd,  and  ibon  grew  warm,      [foul. 
And  blefs'd  the  iprightly  pow'r  that  cheer'd  his  gloomy 

IV. 

With  kind  conftraint  ill-nature  thou  doil  bend,         25 
And  mould  the  lharling  Cynic  to  a  friend. 
The  fage  referv'd,  and  fam'd  for  gravity, 
Finds  all  he  knows  fumnVd  up  in  thee, 
And  by  thy  pow'r  unlocked  grows  ealy,  gay,  and  free. 
The  fwain,  who  did  Ibme  cred'lous  nymph  periuade 
To  grant  him  all,  inlpir'd  by  thee,  '•*  > 

Pevotes  her  to  his  vanity, 
And  to  his  fellow  fops  toafts  the  abandoned  maid. 
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V. 

The  wretch  whc  prefs'd  beneath  a  load  of  cares, 
And  laboring  with  continual  woes  defpairs,  •  5 

If"  thy  kind  warmth  does  his  chill'd  ienle  invade, 
From  earth  he  rears  his  drooping  head  j 
Reviv'd  by  thee,  he  ceaies  now  to  mourn  j 
His  flying  cares  give  way  to  hafte, 
And  to  the  god  refign  his  breaft,  40 

Where  hopes  of  better  days  and  better  things  return. 

The  lab'ring  hind,  who  with  hard  toil  and  pains, 

Amidft  his  wants  a  wretched  life  maintains, 

If  thy  rich  juice  his  homely  iiipper  crown, 

Hot  with  thy  fires,  and  bolder  grown,  45 

Of  kings  and  of  their  arbitrary  pow'r, 

And  how  by  impious  arms  they  reign, 

Fiercely  he  talks  with  rude  dildain, 

And  vows  to  be  a  flave,  to  be  a  wretch  no  more. 

VII. 

Fair  queen  of  Love,  and  thou  great  god  of  Wine !     50 
Hear  every  grace,  and  all  ye  pow'rs  divine, 
All  that  to  mirth  and  friendship  do  incline ! 
Crown  this  aufpicious  cafk  and  happy  night 
With  all  things  that  can  give  delight  j 
Be  every  care  and  anxious  thought  away !  55 

Ye  tapers  ft  ill  be  bright  and  clear, 
Rival  the  moon  and  each  pale  ftar  j  '   [<-lay. 

Your  beams  mail  yield  to  none  but  his  who  brings  the 
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HOR.  LIB.  IV.  ODE  I. 

AD  VENEREM. 

INTERMISSA  Venus  din, 
Rerfus  bella  moves :  Parce,  precor,  precor. 
Non  fum  qualis  eram  bonae 
Sub  regno  Cynarae  :   define  dulcium 
lUater  faeva  Cupidinum,  5 

Cirea  luftra  decem  fleftere  mollibus 
Jam  duram  imperils :  abi 
Quo  blandae  juvenum  te  revocant  preces. 
Tempeftivius  in  domo 

Pauli,  purpiireis  ales  oloribiis,  i 5 

Cbmmeflabere  Maximi, 
Si  torrere  jecur  quaeris  idoneitm, 
Namque  et  nobilis,  et  decens, 
Et  pro  follicitis  non  tacitus  reis, 
Et  centum  puer  artium  1 5 

Late  figna  feret  militias  tuae. 
Et,  quandoque  potentior 
Largis  muneribus  riferit  aemulii 
Albanos  prope,  te,  lacus 

Ponet  marmot-earn  fub  trabe  Citrea,  20 

Illic  plurima  naribus 
Duces  thura,  lyraeque,  et  Berecynthi* 
Dele6Vabere  tibiae 

Miilis  carminibus,  non  fine  fiftula. 
Illic  bis  pueri  die  i  «; 

Numen  cum  leneris  virginibus  tuum 
Laudantes,  pede  candido 
In  morem  Salium  ter  quatiunt  humum. 
Me  ncc  faemina,  nee  putr 

Jam ,  nee  i'pes  animi  credula  mutui,  3  -> 

Nee  certare  juvat  mero, 
Nee  vincire  rtovis  tempora  floribus. 
Sed  cur  heu,  Ligurine,  cur 
Manat  rara  meas  lacryma  per  genas  ?  J 
Cur  facunda  pariim  decoro  3  5 

Inter  verba  cad  it  lingua  Alentio  ? 


IMITATIONS. 
Noftumis  te  ego  fomniis 
Jam  captum  teneo,  jam  volucrem  fequor 
Te  per  gramina  Martii 
Campi,  te  per  aques,  dure,  volubiles. 
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HORACE,  BOOK  IV.  ODE  I. 

TO    VENUS. 

ONCE  more  the  queen  of  Love  invades  my  breaft* 
Late  with  long  eafe  and  peaceful  pleafures  bleft  j 
Spare,  fpare  t?he  wretch  that  ftill  has  been  thy  flave, 
And  let  my  former  iervice  have 

The  merit  to  protect  me  to  the  grave.  5 

Much  have  I  changM  from  what  I  once  have  &en, 
When  under  Cynera5  the  good  and  fair, 
With  joy  I  did  thy  fetters  wear, 
BleiVd  in  the  gentle  fway  of  an  indulgent  queen. 
Stiff,  and  unequal  to  the  labour,  now,  i» 

With  pain,  my  rteck  beneath  thy  yoke  I  bow. 
Why  doft  thou  urge  me  ftill  to  bear  ?  Oh  !  why 
Doft  thou  not  much  rather  fly 
To  youthful  breafts,  to  mirth  and  gaiety? 
Go,  b/id  thy  fwans  their  glofly  wings  expand,  15 

And  fwiftly  thro'  the  yielding  air 
To  Damon  thee  their  goddefs  bear, 
Worthy  to  be  thy  flave,  and  fit  for  thy  command. 
Noble  and  graceful,  witty,  gay  and  young, 
Joy  in  his  heart,  love  on  his  charming  tongue,  20 

Skilled  in  a  thoufand  foft  prevailing  arts, 
With  wondrous  force  the  youth  imparts 
Thy  pow'r  to  unexperienc'd  virgins'  hearts. 
Far  fhall  he  ftretch  the  bounds  of  thy  command  j 
And  if  thou  malt  his  wifhes  blefs  25 

Beyond  his  rivals  with  fuccefs, 
In  gold  and  marble  fhall  thy  ftatues  ftandi 
Beneath  the  iacred  fhadeof  Odel's  wood, 
Or  en  the  brinks  of  Oufe's  gentle  flood, 
With  od'rous  beams  a  temple  he  fhall  raife,  30 

For  ever  facred  to  thy  praile  ; 

Till  the  fair  ftream,  and  wood,  and  love  itfelf,  decays. 
There,  while  rich  incenfe  on  thy  altar  burns, 
Thy  votaries,  the  nymphs  andfwains, 
In  melting  ibft  harmonious  drains,       •  3  5 
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Mix'd  with  the  fofter  flutes,  mall  tell  their  flames  by 
As  Love  and  Beauty  with  the  light  are  born,     [turns. 
So  with  the  day  thy  honours  mall  return. 
Some  lovely  youth,  pair'd  with  a  blufhing  rnaid, 
A  troop  of  either  lex  mall  lead,  40 

And  twice  the  Salian  meafures  round  thy  altar  tread. 
Thus,  with  an  equal  empire  o'er  the  lighf, 
The  queen  of  love  and  god  of  wit 
Together  rife,  together  lit : 

But,  goddefs!  do  thou  ftay  and  blefs  alone  the  night : 
There  mayft  thou  reign,  while  I  forget  to  love  ;         46 
No  m6re  falfe  beauty  lhall  my  pafTion  move, 
Nor  mall  my  fond  believing  heart  be  led, 
By  mutual  vows,  and  oaths  betray'd, 
To  hope  for  truth  from  the  proteiting  maid .  50 

With  love  the  fprightly  joys  of  wine  are  fled  ; 
The  roles  too  mail  wither  now 
That  us'd  to  (hade  and  crown  my  brow, 
And  round  my  cheerful  temples  fragrant  odours  med. 
But  tell  me,  Cynthia !  fay,  bewitching  fair,  55 

What  mean  thefe  fighs  ?  why.fteals  this  falling  tear  ? 
And  when  my  ftruggling  thoughts  for  paffage  ftrove, 
Why  did  my  tongue  refufe  to  move  ; 
Tell  me,  can  this  be  any  thing  but  love  ? 
Still  with  the  night  my  dreams  my  griefs  renew,        6  :> 
Still  fhe  is  prefent  to  my  eyes, 
And  ftill  in  vain  I,  as  me  flies, 

O'er  woods,  and  plains,  and  feas,  the  fcornful  maid 
purfae. 


J64-  IMITATIONS. 

HOR.  LIB.I.  EPIST.  IV. 

AD  ALBIUM  TIBULLUM. 

A  LET,  noftrorum  iermonum  candide  judex, 
Quid  nunc  te  dicam  facere  in  regione  Pedana 
Scribere  quod  Cofsi  Parmenfis  opufcula  vincat  ? 
An  taciturn  fylvas  inter  reptare  falubres. 
Curantem  qxiicquid  dignum  fapiente  bonoque  eft? 
Non  tu  corpus  eras  fine  pe6lore.     Di  tibi  formam, 
Di  tibidivitias  dederant,  artemque  fmendi. 
Quid  voveat  dulci  nutricula  majus  alumno, 
Quam  fapere,  et  fari  ut  poflit  quae  fentiat,  et  utque 
Gratia,  fama,  valetudocontingatabunde. 
Et  mundus  viftus,  non  deficiente  crumena  ? 
Inter  Ipem,  curamque,  timores  inter  et  iras, 
Omnem  crede  diem  tibi  diluxifle  fupremum. 
Grata  fuperveniet,  quae  non  fperabitur,  hora. 
Me  pinguem,  et  nitidum  bene  curata  cute  vifes, 
Cum  ridere  voles  Epicuride  grege  porcum. 


10 
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HORACE,  BOOK  I.  EPIST.  IV. 

IMITATED. 


rpHORNHILL!  whom  doubly  to  my  heart  cora- 
-1-     The  critic's  art  and  candour  of  a  friend,     [mend 
Say  what  thou  doft  in  thy  retirement  find 
Worthy  the  labours  of  thy  aclive  mind  ? 
Whether  the  Tragic  Mufe  infpires  thy  thought,         ,5 
To  emulate  what  moving  Otway  wrote  j 
Or  whether  to  the  covert  of  fome  grove 
Thou  and  thy  thoughts  do  from  the  world  remove  ; 
Where  to  thyfelf  thou  all  thofe  rules  doft  fnow 
That  good  men  ought  to  praftife,  or  wife  knpw  ?     i® 
For  fure  thy  mafs  of  man  is  no  dull  clay, 
But  well  informed  with  the  celeftial  ray. 
The  bounteous  gods,  to  thee  completely  kind, 
In  a  fair  frame  enclos'd  thy  fairer  mind, 
And  though  they  did  profufeiy  wealth  beftow,  15 

They  gave  thee  the  true  ufe  of  wealth  to  know. 
Could  ev'n  the  nurfe  wim  for  her  darling  boy 
A  happinefs  which  thou  doft  not  enjoy  ? 
What  can  her  fond  ambition  afk  beyond 
A  foul  by  wifdonVs  nobleft  precepts  crown'd,  20 

To  this  fair  fpeech  and  happy  uttVance  join'd, 
T'unlock  the  fecret  treafures  of  the  mind, 
And  make  the  bleffing  common  to  mankind  ? 
On  thefe  let  health  and  reputation  wait, 
The  favour  of  the  virtuous  and  the  great  $  25 

A  table  cheerfully  and  cleanly  fpread, 
Stranger  alike  to  riot  and  to  need  ; 
Such  an  eftate  as  no  extremes  may  know, 
A  free  and  juft  dii'dain  for  all  things  elfe  below. 
Amidft  uncertain  hopes  and  anxious  cares,  30 

Tumultuous  ftrife,  and  miierable  fears, 
Prepare  for  all  events  thy  conftant  breaft, 
And  let  each  dny  be  to  thee  a*  thy  laft. 


IMITATIONS. 


106 

That  morning's  dawn  will  with  new  pleafure  rife, 
Whole  light  mall  unexpected  bleis  thy  eyes.  35 

Me,  when  to  town  in  winter  you  repair, 
Battening  in  eaie  you'll  find  {leek,  frem,  and  fair  j 
Ale,  who  have  learn'd  from  Epicurus'  lore, 
To  match  the  blefiings  of  the  flying  hour, 
Whom  ev'ry  Friday  at  the  Vine  *  you'll  find, 
His  true  difciple,  and  your  faithful  friend.  41 

*    A  Tavern  in  Long-Acie. 
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THE  STORY  OF 

GLAUCUS  AND  SCYLLA, 

Fr:m  Ovid's  Metamorpbefer,  Bert  XIIJ. 

HERE  ceas'd  the  nymph,  the  fair  aflembly  broke, 
The  lea-green  Nereids  to  the  waves  betook  : 
While  Scylla,  {earful  of  the  wide-fpread  main, 
Swift  to  the  later  more  returns  again  ; 
There  o'er  the  fancly  margin,  unarray'd,  5 

With  printlefs  'fdotfteps  Hies  the  bounding  maid  ; 
Or,  in  Ibme  winding  creek's  lecure  retreat,  [heat. 

She  bathes  her  weary  limbs,  and  Ihuns  the  noon-day^s 
Her  Glaucus  law,  as  o'er  the  deep  he  rode, 
New  to  the  leas,   and  late  receivM  a  god  :  10 

Hefaw,  and  languiftfd  for  the  virgin's  love  j 
With  many  an  artful  blandilhment  he  llrove 
Her  flight  to  hinder,  and  her  tears  remove. 
The  more'he  lues,  the  more  (he  wings  her  flight, 
And  nimbly  gains  a  neighbouring  mountain's  height. 
Steep  fltelving  to  the  margin  of  the  flood,  1 6 

A  neighbouring  mountain  bare  and  wood le Is  ftood  ; 
Here,  by  the  place  fecur'd,  her  fteps  me  ftay'd, 
.  And,  trembling  ftill,  her  lover's  form  furvey'd. 
His  fhape,  his  hue,  her  troubled  lenle  appal,  20 

And  dropping  locks  that  o'er  his  moulders  fall : 
She  fees  his  jace  divine,  and  manly  brow, 
End-  in  a  fim's  wreathy  tail  below  : 
She  fees,  and  doubts,  within  her  anxious  mind, 
Whether  he  comes  of  god  or  monfter  kind.  25 

This  Glaucus  loon  perceiv'd  5  and  "  Oh  !  forbear, 
(His  hand  fupporting  on  a  rock  lay  near) 
"  Forbear,"  he  cry'd,  "  fond  Maid !  this  needlefs  fear ; 
"  Nor  fifh  am  I,  nor  monfter  of  the  main, 
"  But  equal  with  the  wat'ry  gods  I  reign  j  30 

ft  Nor  Proteus  nor  Palemon  me  excel, 
f<  Nor  he  who/e  breath  infpires  the  founding  Ihell, 
*'  My  birth  'tis  true  I  owe  to  mortal  race, 
"  And  J  my  felf  but  late  a  mortal  was  j 
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<  Ev'n  then  in  feas,  and  feas  alone,  I  joy'd  ;  35 

'  The  leas  my  hours,  and  all  my  cares  employed. 
'  In  memes  now  the  twinkling  prey  I  drew, 
"  Now  ikilfuliy  the  {lender  line  I  threw, 
"  Andfilent  i'at  the  moving  float  to  view. 
"  Not  far  irom  fhore  there  lies  a  verdant  mead,         40 
"  With  herbage  half,  and  half  with  water  fpread  j 
"  There  nor  the  horned  heifers  browfing  ftray, 
"  Nor  fhaggy  kids,  nor  wanton  lambkins  play  j 
"  There  nor  the  founding  bees  their  ne&ar  cull, 
"  Nor  naral  fwains  their  genial  chaplets  pull  ;  45 

"  Nor  flocks,  nor  herds,  nor  mowers,  haunt  the  place, 
"  To  crop  the  flowers,  or  cut  the  bufhy  grais  : 
"  Thither  fure  firft  of  living  race  came  I, 
"  And  fat  by  chance  my  dropping  nets  to  dry  : 
"  My  fcaly  prize  in  order  all  difplay'd,  50 

"  By  number  on  the  greenfword  there  I  laid, 
"  My  captives,  whom  or  in  my  nets  I  took, 
"  Or  hung  unwary  on  my  wily  hook. 
*'  Strange  to  behold  !  yet  what  avails  a  lie  ? 
"  I  faw  them  bite  the  grafs,  as  I  iat  by;  55 

"  Then  fudden  darting  o'er  the  verdant  plain, 
"  They  fpread  their  fins  as  in  their  native  main. 
"  I  paus'd,  with  wonder  {Iriick,  while  all  my  prey 
"  Left  their  new  mafter,   and  regain'd  the  lea. 
"  Amaz'd,  within  my  i'ecret  felfl  ibught  .    60 

"  What  god,  what  herb,,  the  miracle  had  wrought  : 
"  But  fure  no  herbs  have  pow'r  like  tljis,  I  cry'd, 
"  And  ilraight  I  pluck'd  Ibme  neighb'ring  herbs  and 

try'd. 

"  Scarce  had  I  bit,  and  prov'd  the  wondrous  tafte, 
"  When  ftrong  convulficns  fhook  my  troubled  breaft  ; 
"  I  felt  my  heart  grow  fond  of  fomething  ftrange,    66 
"  And  my  whole  nature  lab'ring  with  a  change  j 
f '  Reftlefs  I  grew,  and  ev'ry  place  forfook, 
'*  And  Itill  upon  the  feas  fbent  my  look. 
"  Farewel  for  ever,  farewel  land  !  I  laid,  70 

*'  And  plung'd  amidft  the  waves  my  finking  head. 
"  The  gentle  ppvv'rs,  who  that  low  empire  keep, 
'«  ReceivMme  as  a  brother  of  the  deep  j 
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"  To  Tethys  and  to  Ocean  old  they  pray, 
"  To  purge  my  mortal  earthy  parts  away :  7  5 

"  The  watr'y  parents  to  their  luit  agreed, 
"  And  thrice  nine  times  a  iecret  charm  they  read, 
"  Then  with  luftrations  purify  my  limbs, 
"  And  bid  me  bathe  beneath  a  hundred  ftreams ; 
"  A  hundred  ftreams  from  various  fountains  run,    '$• 
tf  And  on  my  head  at  once  come  ru fhing  down. 
"  Thus  far  each  paflage  I  remember  well, 
"  And  faithfully  thus  far  the  tale  I  tell, 
"  But  then  oblivrion  dark  on  ail  my  fenfes  fell. 
"  Again  at  length  my  thought  reviving  came,          85 
"  When  I  no  longer  found  myfelf  the  fame  j 
"  Then  firft  this  lea-green  beard  I  felt  to  grow, 
"  And  theie  large  honours  on  my  fpreading  brow  j 
"  My  long  defcending  locks  the  billows  fweep,          89 
11  And  my  broad  moulders  cleave  the  yielding  deep  ; 
"  My  fifty  tail,  my  arms  of  azure  hue, 
"  And  ev'ry  part  divinely  changed  I  view. 
"  But  what  avail  thefe  uielefs  honours  now  ? 
"  What  joys  can  immortality  bellow? 
"  What  tho1  our  Nereids  all  my  form  approve  ?        95 
"  What  boots  it  while  fair  Scylla  icoms  my  love  ?'* 
Thus  far  the  god,  and  more  he  would  have  faid, 
When  from  his  prefence  flew  the  ruthlels  maid. 
'Stung  with  repulfein  luch  difdainful  ibrt 
He  leeks  Titanian  Circe's  horrid  court.  io« 
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ON  CONTENTMENT. 

FROM  THE  LATIN  OF  J.  GERHARD  *. 

MANY,   that  once  by  Fortune's  bounty  rear'd, 
Amidft  the  wealthy  and  the  great  appeared, 
Have  wifely  from  thofe  envy'd  heights  declin'd, 
Have  funk  to  that  juft  level  of  mankind 
Where  nor  too  little  nor  too  much  gives  the  true  peace 
of  mind.  5 

*  In  his  Meditatimei  Sucre. 
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ON  THE  LAST  JUDGMENT, 

AND  THE 

HAPPINESS  OF  THE  SAINTS  IN  HEAVEN. 

FROM  THE  LATIN  OF  J.  GERHARD. 

IN  that  blefs'd  day  from  ev'ry  part  the  juft, 
Rais'd  from  the  liquid  deep  or  mould'ring  duft, 
The  various  produces  of  Time's  fruitful  womb, 
All  of  paft  ages,  prefent,  and  to  come, 
In  full  aflembly  mall  at  once  refort,  5 

And  meet  within  high  Heaven's  capacious  court. 
There  famous  names  rever'd  in  days  of  old, 
Our  great  forefathers  there  we  fhall  behold, 
From  whom  oli'ftocks  and  anceftry  began, 
And  worthily  in  long  fucceflion  ran  ;  1© 

The  rev'rend  fires  with  plealure  fliall  we  greet, 
Attentive  hear  while  faithful  they  repeat 
Full  many  a  virtuous  deed,  and  many  a  noble  feat. 
There  all  thofe  tender  ties  which  here  below 
Or  kindred  or  more  facred  friend/hip  know  1 5 

Firm,  conftant,  and  unchangeable,  fhall  grow, 
Refin'd  from  paflion,  and  the  dregs  of  lenfe, 
A  better,  truer,  dearer,  love  from  thence 
Its  eraiafting  being  fhall  commence .  1 9 

There,  like  their  days,  their  joys  fhall  ne'er  be  done, 
No  night  fhall  rife  to  fhade  Heaven's  glorious  fun, 
But  one  eternal  holiday  go  on.  a  a 


TRANSLATIONS, 

THE  GOLDEN  VERSES 

OF  P  rTHAGORAS, 
TRANSLATED  FROM  THE  GREEK. 


1  Tiope  the  reader  will  forgive  the  liberty  I  have  taken  in  tranflatiag  theft 
Vtrfe*  fomewhat  at  large,  without  which  it  would  have  been  almoft  i.v.- 
poSlbleto  have  given  any  kind  of  turn  in  Englifti  poetry  to  fo  dry  a  fubjeft. 
Tbe'fenfe  of  the  author  is  I  hope  no  where  miftaken  ^  and  if  there  feems 
ia  fnme  places  to  be  fome  additions  in  the  EngliQi  verfes  to  the  Greek  text, 
they  are  only  fuch  as  may  be  juftified  from  Hierocles's  Commentary,  ana 
delivered  by  him  as  the  larger  and  explained  fenfe  of  the  author's  ftiort  pre- 
cept. I  have  in  fome  few  places  ventured  to  differ  from  the  learned  Mr. 
Dacier's  French  interpretation,  as  thofe  that  mall  give  themfelves  the  trcu- 
ble  of  a  ftrift  comparifon  will  find  ;  how  far  I  am  in  the  right  is  left  to  the 
reader  to  determine. 

FIRST  to  the  gods  thy  humble  homage  pay  ; 
The  greateft  this  and  firft  of  laws  obey  : 
Perform  thy  vows,  obferve  thy  plighted  troth, 
And  let  religion  bindthee  to  thy  oath. 
The  heroes  next  demand  thy  juft  regard,  5 

Renowned  on  earth-  and  to  the  ftars  preferr'd, 
To  light  and  endlefs  life,  their  virtue's  lure  reward. 
Due  rites  "performed  and  honours  to  the  dead, 
To  ev'ry  wife  to  ev'ry  pious  made, 
With  lowly  duty  to  thy  parents  bow,  is 

And  grace  and  favour  to  thy  kindred  mow. 
For  what  concenis  the  reft  of  human-kind 
Chufe  out  the  man  to  virtue  beft  inclined, 
Him  to  thy  arms  receive,  him  to  thy  bofom  bind. 
Poflefs'd  of  fuch  a  friend,  preferve  him  ftill,  1  5 

Nor  thwart  his  counfels  with  thy  ftubborn  will; 
Pliant  to  all  his  admonitions  prove, 
And  yield  to  all  his  offices  of  love  : 
Him  from  thy  heart  fo  true,  fo  juftly  dear, 
Let  no  ram  word  nor  light  offences  tear  j  ao 

Bear  all  thou  canft,  ftill  with  his  failings  ftrive, 
And  to  the  utmoft  {till  and  ftill  forgive  j 
For  ftrong  neceffity  alone  explores 
The  iecret  vigour  of  our  latent  pow'rs, 
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Roufes  and  urges  on  the  lazy  heart,  Z5 

Force,  to  itfelf  unknown  before,  t'  exert. 

By  ufe  thy  ftronger  appetites  affuage, 

Thy  gluttony,  thy  floth,  thy  luft,  thy  rage. 

From  each  difhoneft  acl  of  fhame  forbear  j 

Of  others  and  thyfelf  alike  beware  :  50 

Let  rev'rence  of  thyfelf  thy  thoughts  control, 

And  guard  the  facred  temple  of  thy  foul  j 

Let  juftice  o'er  thy  word  and  deed  prefide, 

And  reafon  e'en  thy  meaneft  actions  guide  ; 

For  know  that  death  is  man's  appointed  doom,          35 

Know  that  the  day  of  great  account  will  come, 

When  thy  paft  life  mail  ftriftly  be  furvey'd 

Each  word,  each  deed,  be  in  the  balance  laid, 

And  all  the  good  and  all  the  ill  moil  juftly  be  repaid. 

For  wealth,  the  perifhing  uncertain  good,  40 

Ebbing  and  flowing  like  the  fickle  flood, 

That  knows  no  fure,  no  fix'd  abiding  place, 

But  wand'ring  loves  from  hind  to  hand  to  pals, 

Revolve  the  getter's  joy  and  loier's  pain, 

And  think  if  it  be  worth  thy  while  to  gain.  45 

Of  all  thofeforrows  that  attend  mankind 

With  patience  bear  the  lot  to  thee  affign'd  j 

Nor  think  it  chance,  nor  murmur  at  the  load, 

For  know  what  man  calls  Fortune  is  from  God. 

In  what  thou  mayft  from  Wiidom  leek  relief,  50 

And  let  her  healing  hand  afiuage  thy  grief ; 

Yet  (till  whate'er  the  righteous  doom  ordains, , 

What  cauie  foever  multiplies  thy  pains, 

Let  not  thoie  pains  as  ills  be  underitood, 

For  God  delights  not  to  afflict  the  good.  55 

The  reasoning  art  to  various  ends  apply 'd 
Is  oft  a  fure,  but  oft  an  erring  guide  j 
Thy  judgment  therefore  found  and  cool  preierve, 
Nor  lightly  from  thy  refolution  fwerve. 
The  dazzling  pomp  of  words  does  oft  deceive,         <5o 
And  fwc-ft  periuafion  wins  the  eafy  to  believe. 
K   3 


114  TRANSLATIONS. 

When  fools  and  liars  labour  to  perfuade, 
Be  dumb,  and  let  the  babblers  vainly  plead. 

This  above  all,   this  precept,  chiefly  learn, 
This  nearly  does,  and  firft,  thyfelf  concern  j  65 

Let  not  example,  let  no  Toothing  tongue, 
Prevail  upon  thee  with  a  Siren's  fong, 
To  do  thy  foul's  immortal  effence  wrong. 
Of  good  and  ill  by  words  or  deeds  expreft 
Chufe  for  thyfelf,  and  always  chufe  the  beft.  70 

Let  wary  thought  each  enterprife  forerun, 
And  ponder  on  thy  tafk  before  begun, 
Left  folly  mould  the  wretched  work  deface, 
And  -mock  thy  fruitlefs  labours  with  difgrace. 
Fools  huddle  on,  and  always  are  in  hafte,    •  7$ 

Aclwithout  thought,  and  thoughtlefs  words  they  vvafte : 
But  thou  in  all  thou  doft  with  early  cares 
Strive  to  prevent  at  firft  a  fate  like  theirs, 
That  forrow  on  the  end  may  never  wait, 
Nor  lharp  repentance  make  thee  wife  too  late.  So 

Beware  thy  meddling  hand  in  aught  to  try 
That  does  beyond  thy  reach  of  knowledge  lie, 
But  fcek  to  know  and  bend  thy  ferious  thought 
To  fearch  the  profitable  knowledge  out ; 
So  joys  on  joys  for  ever  (hall  Sncreale,  85 

Wifdom  mall  crown  thy  labours,  and  ihall  blefs 
Thy  life  with  pleafure  and  thy  end  with  peace. 

Nor.  let  the  body  want  its  part,  but  (hare 
A  juft  proportion  of  thy  tender  care  : 
For  health  and  welfare  prudently  provide, 
And  let  its  lawful  wants  be  all  iupply'd  5 
Let  fober  draughts  refrefh,  and  wholdbme  fare 
Decaying  nature's  wafted  force  repair, 
And  fprightly  exercife  the  duller  fpirits  cheer. 
In  all  things  ftill  which  to  this  care  belong  95 

Obferve  this  rule,  to  guard  thy  foul  from  wrong. 
By  virtuous  ufe  thy  life  and  manners  frame, 
Manly,  and  fimply  pure,  and  free  from  blame. 
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Provoke  not  Envy's  deadly  rage,  but  fly 
The  glancing  curie  of  her  malicious  eye.  100 

Seek,  not  in  needlels  luxury  to  wafte 
Thy  wealth  and  fubftance  with  a  fpendthrift's  hafte : 
Yet  flying  thefe,  be  watchful  left  thy  mind, 
Prone  to  extremes,  an  equal  danger  find, 
And  be  to  fordid  avarice  inclined :  105 

Diftant  alike  from  each,  to  neither  lean, 
But  tver  keep  the  happy  golden  mean. 

Be  careful  ftill  to  guard  thy  foul  from  wrong, 
And  let  thy  thought  prevent  thy  hand  and  tongue. 

Let  not  the  ftealing  god  of  Sleep  furprife,  no 

Nor  creep  in  {lumbers  on  thy  weary  eyes, 
Ere  ev'ry  acYion  of  the  former  day 
Strictly  thou  doft  and  righteoufly  furvey. 
With  rev'rence  at  thy  own  tribunal  (land, 
And  anfwer  juftly  to  thy  own  demand,  1 1  ^ 

Where  have  I  been  ?  in  what  have  I  tranfgrefs'd  ? 
What  good  or  ill  has  this  day's  life  exprefs'd  ? 
Where  have  I  faiPd  in  what  I  ought  to  do  ? 
In  what  to  God,  to  man,  or  to  myfelf,  I  owe  ? 
Inquire  fevere  whatever  from  firft  to  laft  129 

From  morning's  dawn  till  evening's  gloom  has  paft. 
If  evil  were  thy  deeds,  repenting  mourn, 
And  let  thy  Ibul  with  ftrong  remorfe  be  torn  : 
If  good,  the  good  with  peace  of  mind  repay, 
And  to  thy  fecret  felf  with  pleafure  fay,  125 

"  Rejoice,  my  Heart  1  for  all  went  well  to-day.'1 

Thefe  thoughts,  and  chiefly  thefe,  thy  mind  fhould 
Employ  thy  ftudy,  and  engage  thy  love.  [move, 

Theie  are  the  rules  which  will  to  Virtue  lead, 
And  teach  thy  feet  her  heavenly  paths  to  tread  j      i  ]» 
This  by  his  name  I  fwear  whole  facredlore 
Firft  to  mankind  explained  the  myftic  Four, 
Source  of  eternal  nature  and  almighty  pow'r. 
In  all  thou  doft  firft  let  thy  pray'rs  afcend, 
And  to  the  gods  thy  labours  firft  commend  j  135 

From  them  implore  luccefs,  and  hope  a  proip'rous  end  . 
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So  mall  thy  abler  mind  be  taught  to  foar, 

And  Wiiclom  in  her  fecret  ways  explore  ; 

To  range  thro'  heav'n  above  and  earth  below, 

Immortal  gods  and  mortal  men  to  know :  140 

So  malt  thou  learn  what  pow'rdoes  all  control, 

What  bounds   the  parts,  and  what  unites  the  whole, 

And  rightly  judge  in  all  this  wondrous  frame 

How  univedal  Nature  is  the  lame  : 

So  malt  thou  ne'er  thy  vain  affeclions  place  145 

On  hopes  of"  what  mall  never  come  to  pai's. 

Man,  wretched  Man !  thou  malt  be  taught  to  know, 
Who  bears  within  himlelf  the  inborn  cauie  of  woe. 
Unhappy  race  !  that  never  yet  could  tell 
How  near  their  good  and  happinefs  they  dwell.       150 
Depriv'd  of  feni'e,  they  neither  hear  nor  fee, 
Fettered  in  vice,  they  leek  not  to  be  free, 
Butftupid  to  their  own  fad  fate  agree  j 
Like  pond'rous  rolling-ftones,  opprefs  with  ill, 
The  weight  that  loads  them  makes  them  roll  on  ftill, 
Bereft  of  choice  and  freedom  of  the  will  j  156 

For  native  ftrife  in  ev'ry  boibm  reigns, 
And  fecretly  an  impious  war  maintains  : 
Provoke  not  this,  but  let  the  combat  ceafe, 
And  ev'ry  yielding  paflion  iue  for  peace,  160 

Wouldft  thou,  great  Jove  !  thou  father  of  mankind, 
Reveal  the  demon  for  that  taflc  affign'd, 
The  wretched  race  an  end  of  woes  would  find. 
And  yet  be  bold,  O  Man  !  divine  thou  art, 
And  of  the  gods'  celeftial  eflence  part ;  165 

Nor  facred  nature  is  from  thee  concealed, 
But  to  thy  race  her  myftic  rules  reveal'd  : 
Theie  if  to  know  thou  happily  attain, 
Soon  malt  thou  perfect  be  in  all  that  I  ordain, 
Thy  wounded  foul  to  health  thou  malt  reftore,          170 
And  free  from  ev'iy  pain  me  felt  before. 

Abftain,  I  warn,  from  meats  unclean  and  foul, 
So  keep  thy  body  pure,  fo  free  thy  Ibul, 
So  rightly  judge,  thy  reafon  fo  maintain, 
Reafon  which  heaven  did  for  thy  guide  ordain  ;   175 
Let  that  belt  reafon  ever  hold  the  rein. 
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Then  if  this  mortal  body  thou  foriake, 
And  thy  glad  flight  to  the  pure  ether  take, 
Among  the  gods  exalted  (halt  thou  (bine, 
Immortal,  incorruptible,  divine  j 
The  tyrant  death  lecurely  malt  thou  brave, 
And  icorn  the  dark  dominion  of  the  grave.  x8a 
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THE  FIRST  BOOK  OF 

QUILLET'S  CALLIP.EDIA, 

TRANSLATED. 

Clje  Argument. 

The  Propofition.  An  Invocation  ?of  the  moft  beautiful  Deities.  The  Poet 
deduces  the  catife  of  beauty,  according  as  it  is  efteemed  in  different  coun- 
tries, by  applying  the  Story  of  Pandora  to  Iris  purpofe.  He  lets  down  the 
conditions  of  chooiing  a  ht  pair  to  procreate  a  h.-.ndfome  offspring,  and 
ends  with  the  approaching  nuptials.  He  likewife,  by  way  of  digreffioii, 
inveighs  agsinft  the  covetolifhel's  of  the  age,  which  blindly  feeks  after  a 
large  portion  rather  than  an  agreeable  temper  and  conftitution.  An  Apof- 
trophe  to  the  prefent  King  of  France,  wherein  he  prupofcs  what  kind  of 
lady  he  wo'jjd  wi!h  him  to  choofe  for  his  royal  confcrt,  who  might  bring 
him  a  beautiful  race  of  children. 


W 


HAT  crowns  the  fruitful  marriage  bed  with 


What  forms  the  lovely  girl  and  manly  boy, 
What  kindly  ftars  thVjufter  features  trace, 
What  happy  influence  bellows  the  grace, 
Ancl  breathes  the  bloom  divine  upon  the  beauteous  facej 
What  iecret  iprings  the  forming  fancy  move,  6 

What  force  the  mind  exerts  in  genial  love, 
How  the  fair  foul  is  in  the  bodyleen, 
And  outward  beauty  fpeaks  the  worth  within, 
In  flowing  verie  attempts  the  willing  mule,  10 

And  tunefully  the  pleaiing  theme  purfues. 
Hear,  Oh  !  ye  faireft  of  the  nymphs  divine, 
Ye  graces  hear,  .  and  to  the  tafk  incline  : 
And  thou  great  mother  of  almighty  love, 
If  once  in  Phrygian  Ida's  i'acred  grove  1  5 

Thy  form  victorious  did  the  prize  obtain, 
By  the  juft  judgment  of  the  righteous  1'wain, 
Hear  and  infpire  thy  foft  Idalian  ftrain. 
So  mall  delight  my  happy  labours  blel's, 
And  pleaiing  thoughts  in  plealmg  numbers  drefs  j     io 
So  mall  my  grateful  verie  thy  laws  impart, 
And  teach  mankind  with  joy  the  genial  art. 
Whene'er  in  times  to  come  it  fhall  betide, 
That  the  kind  bridegroom  would  inftrudl  his  bride, 
My  verie  mall  by  the  ikilful  youth  be  read  25 

To  the  dear  partner  of  his  nuptial  bed  ; 
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The  mufe  inftruclive  (hall  their  offspring  grace, 
And  form  the  future  honours  of  their  race'; 
Beauty  the  long  fucceffive  line  (hall  crown, 
And  no  deform'd  unfightly  birth  be  known  j  30 

In  ev'ry  face  the  Cyprian  queen  (hall  reign, 
And  mutually  adorn  the  nymph  and  fwain. 
You  who  a  parent's  pleafing  hopes  conceive, 
Who  lovely  patterns  of  yourfelves  would  leave  j 
You  to  who(e  care  the  rites  of  love  belong,  3  5 

Attend,  and  liften  to  my  ufeful  fong. 
If  foft  the  verfe,  if  iweet  the  numbers  flow, 
A  Myrtle  wreath  my  juft  reward  beftow, 
And  bind,  with  grateful  hands,  your  poet's  learned 
brow. 

But  firit,.  my  mufe,  defcribe  the  doubtful  fair,     40 
Beauty's  celeftial  effence  firft  declare  ; 
The  facred  fubftance  of  the  goddefs  tell, 
And  in  what  forms  (he  moft  delights  to  dwell  j 
What  honours  on  the  nobleft  fronts  are  fpread, 
What  rofes  paint  the  cheeks  with  brighteft  red  j      45 
What  colours  beft  become  the  flowing  hair, 
What  locks  moft  graceful  wanton  in  the  air  j 
What  lips  the  (weeteft  breathe  the  fragrant  blifs, 
And  fwell  the  (bfteft  to  the  melting  kifs  ; 
What  hands  are  fafliion'd  in  the  fineft  mould,  50 

What  circling  amis  do  beft  the  lovenhold, 
And  prefs  him  with  the  clofeft,  kindeft  fold. 

But,  Oh  !  confus'cl  and  dark  the  queftion  lies, 
Perplex'd  the  caufe,  and  doubts  on  doubts  arife. 
Each  as  he  loves,  his  diff'ring  praife  beftows,          55 
This  youth  to  mowy  Amaryllis  bows, 
While  that  to  brown  Lycoris  pays  his  vows  : 
Daphnis  in  Flavia's  yellow  ringlets  bound, 
Admires  the  nymphs  with  golden  trefles  crown'd  ; 
While  Thyrfis  doating  on  the  jetty  black,  60 

Slarts  at  the  burning  gold,  and  flies  with  horror  back, 
Borne  eyes  all  hearts  with  lively  grey  fubdue, 
Some  with  the  langui(h  of  the  lovely  blue  j 
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Some  the  fond  rage  with  iparkling  black  infpire, 
Quick  (hoot  the  flames,  and  kindle  up  the  fire.'  65 

Some  iwains  the  ilender  waifted  virgin  prize, 

And  loathe  the  bulky  fat's  unwieldy  fize  : 

While  Ibme  the  thin,  the  fhadowy  form  deteft, 

And  choole  to  prei's  the  plump  luxuriant  breaft  j 

On  full  delights  their  wimes  to  employ,  70 

Graip  the  iubftantial  fair,  and  fate  themlelves  with  joy. 

Such  are  the  various  fprings  our  paffions  move, 

And  fuch  the  many  herefies  of  Love  : 

Thus  is  the  mind  by  blind  defire  betrayM, 

Thus  by  fantaftic  fancy  are  we  fway'd,  75 

We  like,  we  love,  then  deify  the  maid . 

Nor  only  man  to  various  thoughts  inclinM, 
Finds  differing  beauties  in  the  fofter  kind, 
But  e'en  hi,s  own  majeftic  form  furveys, 
As  partial  nations  differ  in  their  praiie.  80 

Mark  how  the  fwarthy  Ethiop,  fond  of  night, 
Difdains  the  cheeks  with  blended  rofes  bright, 
And  paints  the  fiends  and  Stygian  furies  white. 
How  did  the  fervile  flattering  eaft  commend 
The  nole  high  rifing  with  an  arched  bend  ;  85 

When  firft  that  iemblant  form  was  ranTd  to  grace 
The  mighty  Median  monarch's  warlike  face, 
Cyrus,  whofe  hand  did  Afia's  fceptre  fway, 
And  taught  the^  wealthy  Crcefus  to  obey  ; 
Wide  o'er  the  Ly^ian  realm  he  ftretch'd  his  reign,    90 
And  bound  the  royal  mifer  in  his  chain. 
Here  might  my  verfe  the  faireft  Gaul  recount, 
Here  paint  his  flowing  curls  and  1'pacious  front. 
Or  here  the  tawny  Spaniard  might  I  trace, 
His  looks  obfcure  defcribe,  his  gloomy  grace,  95 

Andrufty  blood  diffused  upon  his  dufky  face. 
Full  of  himfelf  the  pigmy  form  appears, 
Swells  to  the  clouds,  and  menaces  the  ftars  j 
Ee'n  he,  though  by  unhappy  lot  he  lies 
Beneath  unkindly  funs,  and  weftern  fkies,  100 

Difdains  the  German,  manly  made  and  ftrong, 
And  calls  the  fafhion  of  his  arms  too  long  j 
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Prunes  his  hard  vifage  up,  and  with  a  fmile 
Scorns  the  (oft  bloom  of  Britain's  happy  iile. 

But  fay,  my  mule,  whence  things  that  ieem  fo  clear, 
So  doubtiul  to  diieording  man  appear  j  106 

From  happier  times  of  old  deduce  thy  verfe, 
And  how  it  firft.  befel,  in  order juft  rehearie. 

When  firft  this  infant  world  its  form  put  on, 
When  time  and  beauteous  order  firft  begun,  1 1© 

And  rich  with  native  grace  the  new  creation  fhone  j 
No  wicked  iron  age  as  yet  controlled 
The  luftre  of  the  pure  primeval  gold  ; 
Around  heaven's  azure  arch,  ferenely  bright, 
Uniullied  fhone  the  fparkling  gems  of  light  j  11-5 

No  fogs  did  then,  no  lazy  vapours  rile, 
Nor  with  their  dull  pollution  ftain  the  ikies  ; 
Through  heaven's  wide  plains  theglorious  God  of  day, 
Prince  of  the  ftars,  unclouded  held  his  way  ; 
While  in  her  turn  the  filver  Queen  of  night,  120 

Succefllve  roll'd  her  limpid  orb  of  light. 
The  mother  earth,  adorn'd  by  what  fhe  bred, 
With  rocks,  hills,  trees,  with  fruits  and  flowers  was 

fpread, 

And  every  living  thing  on  her  green  bofom  fed. 
The  well  digefted  mafs,  untainted  yet,  125 

Did  no.rank  ftrearns  nor  pois'nous  damps  emit  j 
But  healthy  fpirits  breathing  from  the  ground, 
Diffused  their  wholelbme  fragrances  around. 
'Twas  then,  in  thole  good  times  forever  bleft, 
That  happy  man  his  innocence  pcflcfs'd ;  1 3  a 

When  yet  he  had  not  learn' d  in  reafon's  fpight, 
Perverie  to  turn,  and  wander  from  the  right, 
Forfaking  heaven's  revealed,  and  nature's  inbome  light. 
Then  hofy  arts  and  prieltcraft  were  unknown, 
Religion  then  was  iimple,  plain,   and  one;  135 

Luft  had  not  kindled  then  her  guilty  flame, 
Ambition  had  not  cheated  iools  with  tame, 
Nor  vtx'd  the  world  with  honour's  angry  name. 

v.-as  the  form  of  man  beneatii  his  Ibul, 
But  equal,  proper  beauties  giac'd  the  wlwle.          140 
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Then  temperance,  juil  goddefs,  did  prevail, 

And  rightly  held  creating  nature's  fcale, 

Difpos'd  the  feveral  parts  with  prudent  care, 

And  form'd  with  niceft  fymmetry  the  fair. 

Then  was  the  reign  of  beauty  in  mankind,  145 

Then  univerfal  emprefs,  well  (he  joined 

The  faultlefs  body  and  the  blamelefs  mind. 

Soon  as  great  Jove,  from  high  Olympus'1  brow, 
Beheld  the  iacred  harmony  below, 
Add  we  one  mafter-piece  of  art,  he  faid,  1 50 

Earth,  heaven,  and  all  ye  gods  afford  your  aid, 
Your  each  perfection  join,  and  form  one  lovely  maid, 
He  ipoke,  and  {trait  obedient  to  his  word, 
Each  willing  fpecies  to  the  work  concurred  j 
The  cryftal  orbs  of  gether  firft  prepare  155 

The  limbs  and  fubftance  for  the  future  fair, 
While  the  fun  cwTd  his  beams  and  hung  then?  for  her 

hair. 

Her  front,  like  marble  fmooth,  like  lilies  white, 
Fair  Cynthia  lufter'd  o'er  with  filver  light  j 
Upon  her  cheeks  Aurora  roles  fpread,  1 60 

And  dy'd  them  in  the  morning's  brighteft  red  ; 
Venus  the  fweetly  charming  Imile  imprels'd, 
And  her  foft  lips  with  balmy  pleaiures  blefs'd  : 
While  Love,  the  god  himlelf,  o'er  ail  the  mai's, 
Dancing  delightful,  fliew'd  his  heavenly  face,  165 

Led  on  the  laughing  Joys,  and  every  fifter  Grace. 
Thus  form'd,  thus  finim'd  out  the  beauteous  whole, 
Creating  Jove  infus'd  the  living  foul ; 
And  fince  from  every  god  the  graces  came, 
He  bade  Pandora  be  the  fair  one's  name.  \  70 

Then  bending  kindly  down  his  gracious  look, 
Thus  to  the  new-made  nymph  the  Almighty  Fathei 

fpoke. 

Daughter  of  gods  defcend,  thou  work  divine, 
Vouchiafe  on  earth,  celeftial  fair,  to  fliine, 
DifFufe  the  bleflings  of  thy  radiant  face,  175 

And  cheer  the  labours  of  the  mortal  race  : 


I 


TRANSLATIONS.  123 

For  thus  the  gods,  thus  Jove's  high  will  ordains, 
While  man  his  native  innocence  retains  j 
Be  thou  his  blifs,  his  great  reward  be  thou, 
Thy  full  perfection,  heaven's  fair  pattern  ihow,      i£> 
And  teach  him  by  thyielf  thy  native  Ikies  to  know. 
But  oh  !  if  pity  touch  thy  tender  breaft, 
If  for  mankind  thy  care  would  be  exprefs'd, 
Keep  cloie  this  fatal  caiket  I  bellow, 
Nor  feek  the  ferrets  lodged  within  to  know.  1 85 

If  thy  frail  hand,  too  curious,  mould  incline 
To  pry,  and  dilbbey  the  will  divine, 
Strait  forth  ten  thoufand  winged  plagues  (hall  fly, 
And  Icatter  fwift  contagion  through  the  iky. 
Thee  too,  thou  faireft,  mail  the  ruin  ieize,  1 90 

Pain  malt  thou  feel,  and  languifh  with  diicafe  ; 
JDeformity  thy  lovely  looks  mail  blaft, 
And  foul  pollution  lay  thy  beauties  wafte. 

He  laid  :  and  downward  fwift  (he  bent  her  flight, 
Tafpread  around  on  earth  the  beams  of  beauty's  light, 
Nor  did  me  there  with  Epimetheus  dwell,  196 

Shut  up  and  cloifter'd  in  a  lonely  cell, 
As  old  Greek  tales  of  dreaming  Hefiod  tell. 
But  bounteous  of  delight  and  unconfm'd, 
She  made  the  bleffing  common  to  mankind,  200 

Deiign  d  a  public  good  ftill  paffing  on, 
On  xmdiftinguinYd  crowds  alike  me  fhxme. 
The  ftupid  herd  with  pfeafing  dread  amaz'd, 
Dumb  with  attention,  itood,  and  gladibme  gaz'd  j 
Some  ravifh'd  with  lier  mien  Ib  graceful  were,          205. 
Some  with  the  ringlets  of  her  amber  hair, 
Some  with  her  iv'iy  front,  and  face  ib  heavenly  fair. 
From  her  each  part  arnbrofial  odours  flow'd, 
And  breatrfd  a  balmy  blefling  on  the  crowd  : 
While  her  bright  eyes  (which  fcarce  the  mule  had  told,, 
Unlefs  by  iacved  inipiral  ion  bold  )  214 

With  light  effulgent,  darted  forth  a  ray, 
That  cheer1  d  mankind,  and  made  the  world  look  gay, 
So  when  Aurora  in  the  roi'y  eaft, 
Lifts  her  fair  head,  with  radiant  honours  drefs'di 
L  2 
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O'er  nature"^  face  a  various  fmile  (he  fpreads, 
And  paints  a-ne\v  the  fields  and  flow'ry  meads, 
Ten  thoufand  coloured  eyes  her  beams  unfold, 
The  limpid  ftream  in  filver  waves  is  roll'd, 
And  all  the  green- wood  made  is  bumifh'd  o'er  with 
gold.  210 

Such  beauty  was  in  ourfirft  father's  time, 
While  yet  the  youthful  world  was  in  its  prime  } 
The  mingling  graces  of  the  fexes  met, 
And  full  perfection  made  the  form  complete  9 
While  man  yet  free  from  avarice  or  pride,  22  5 

The  ways  of  wickednefs  had  never  try'd, 
JNor  warping  from  the  right,  perverfely  turn'd  afide. 

But  when  pernicious  change  invading  Ijpread, 
And  error  blind  miftaken  reafon  led, 
The  fwift  contagion  reach'd  the  lovely  maid,          230 
Pandora  tainted  by  an  impious  age, 
Purivf  d  each  fond  defire,  and  each  fantaftic  rage : 
Curious  to  know,  the  box  difturbM  her  reft, 
Jove's  hard  commands  fat  heavy  on  her  breaft, 
And  woman,  woman  the  frail  nymph  confeft :        eg  5 
RefolvM  at  length,  whatever  Jove  forbid, 
She  easM  her  longing  mind,  and  broke  the  lid : 
When  ftearcing,  ftrait  a  deadly  vapour  role, 
Long  trains  of  waiting  plagues  it  did  difclofe, 
Dileafes,  miferies,  and  mortal  woes.  240 

Firft  the  fell  poifon  feiz'd  the  curious  maid, 
Firft  on  her  youth,  her  blooming  rofes  preynd  5 
Her  eyes  no  more  their  ftarry  fires  could  boaft, 
But  dim  and  dull  m  cloudy  mifts  were  loft  $ 
No  part  was  left  untainted  in  the  whole,  245 

But  all  that  once  was  fair,  was  loathfome  now  and  fouL 
Nor  ftopp'd  the  ruin  with  the  wretched  maid, 
But  growing  ftill,  around  diffufive  ftray'd  ; 
Error,  difeaie,  and  death,  like  victors  dread, 
Wide-wafting  o'er  the  world  their  legions  fpread,    25* 
And  vanquish \1  minds  and  bodies  captive  led. 
Hid  in  deep  fhades  benighted  reafon  lay, 
iifcut  from  the  beams  of  truths  ethereal  day. 
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From  that  faid  aera  ignorance  begun, 

Thenee  a  dull  train  of  doubting  ages  run,  255 

And  beauty's  facred  form  remains-  unknown. 

Oh  then,  to  guide  the  wand 'ring  mufe  aright,        , 

To  pierce  thefhades  of  this  fubftantial  night  j. 

Phoebus  be  kind,  to  thee  for  aid  we  bow, 

Thou  joy  of  gods  above  and  men  below !  260 

Patron  of  verfe,and  ruler  of  the  day, 

Do  thou  moot  fwift  before  thy  golden  ray, 

At  once  infpire  her  flight,  and  point  her  out  the  way. 

Thongh  all  around  the  wide  contagion  fpread, 
Like  .ftreams  far  ftretehing  from  ibme  fatal  head  j  265 
Yet  was  it  various  in  its  bakful  courfe, 
And  nowrenewTd,  and  now  repreiVd  its  force. 
Where  round  the  poles  the  frozen  circles  turn, 
Or  where  near  neighboring  funs  too  fiercely  burn, 
There  nature's  mame,  mimapen  forms  abound,       270 
And  monfters  people  the  devoted  ground. 
Far  In  the  north  where  winter's  hoary  bed 
Is  with  eternal  mows  and  ice  di  fpread  j 
Or  where  the  fam'd  Magellan's  ibuthern  tide 
Does  barbarous  Patagonian  mores  divide  ;  ZJ5 

Nations  defonn'd,  fierce  favage  tribes  are  feen, 
Of  bulk  unwieldy  and  gigantic  mien  5 
Each  a  hus,'e  hsavy  lazy  mafs  of  might, 
Unfit  for  ufe,  and  loathlbme  to  the  fight : 
While  in  the  regions  oi  the  burning  zone,  280 

No  vifage  but  the  footy  black  is  known  5 
Short  woolly  locks  their  horrid  fronts  embrace, 
Thick  lips  grin  fearful  with  a  fiend-like  grace, 
And  night,  the  beldam,  broods  on  each  barbarian  face. 

Nor  here  unfitly  to  my  verfe  belong,  285 

Arts  which  were  once  the  princely  Arab's  fong* 
Long  fince  the  bard  in  native  numbers  taught, 
How  the  mid  globe,  with  template  regions  fraught, 
Feels  not  the  dire  extremes  of  cold  and  hot  j 
Where  in  themidft  the  juft  equator  lies,  290 

Sweet  is  the  air,  and  undifturb'd  the  flcies, 
There,  heaven's  bright  fcale  well  blended  teafons  weighs, 
L  3 
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Nature  the  poles  at  equal  diftance  lays, 
And  righteoufly  divides  the  nights  and  days  : 
There  nor  the  fun's  bright  flames  malignant  burn,  29$ 
Nor  chilly  moons  with  nipping  frofts  return  j 
Thence,  with  luxurious  births  each  pregnant  year, 
Twin  feafons  does,  and  double  plenties  bear: 
Thrice,  yellow  Ceres  crowns  the  i'ummer  fields, 
And  twice  his  rich  incresfe  ripe  Autumn  yields,     300 
Twice  gentle  Winter  comes  with  Ibber  grace, 
And  twice  the   blooming   Spring  renews   her  blifc- 

ful  face. 

Here,  if  aright  the  poet's  long  divined, 
The  jufteft  forms  of  beauty  might  we  find 
From  conftitutions  rightly  tempered,  here  305 

Fair  Harmony  and  Order  mould  appear, 
And  ail  mankind  be  lovely  like  the  year. 
But  the  known  clime  muft  oYr  the  verie  prevail, 
And  truth  refute  the  falfe  Arabian  tale : 
Since  black  Deformity  ulurps  alone  310 

The  fultry  regions  of  the  torrid  zone, 
The  fiery  god  too  near  them  runs  his  race, 
And  leaves  his  footy  marks  on  every  hideous  face. 

Then,  Oh  my  mule,  forfake  the  fcorching  line, 
And  to  the  cooler  pole  thy  flight  incline  ;  ,515 

Seek  in  the  midway  fpace  fome  balmy  air, 
A  land  delightful,  and  a  people  fair  ; 
Where  beauty  long  her  refidence  has  placM, 
And  reign' d  in  fovereign  ftate  for  ages  paft. 
Nor  ceafe  thy  curious   iearch,  nor  yet  remain          3 
Fix'd  in  warm  Ttaly,  or  fwarthy  Spain  : 
Still  fpread  thy  wing,  and  reach  that  happy  coaft, 
Where  Europe  does  her  fav'rite  country  boaft, 
Where  fweeteft  airs,  and  kindeft  heavens  me  yields 
Where  Gallia  fpreads  her  fair  Elyfian  fields-  325 

But  thee,  Turonia,  chief  I  would  ielecl, 
Thy  pleafmg  foil  with  various  profpeft  decked, 
Where  winding  vales  run  rich  with  frequent  rills, 
And  verdant  plains  are  crown'd  with  riiing  hills, 
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Where  gentle  Liger  (lowly  leeks  the  fea,  3  ,  o 

Scattering  full  plenty  in  his  peaceful  way, 
Where  near  proud  Angler's  walls  his  waves  areroIlM, 
And  through  their  cryftal  ck-ar  diiplay  the  fandy  gold, 
Here  lovely  maids  of  form  divine  abound, 
Withev'ry  grace  and  juft  perfection  crown' d  ;        335 
Here  ftill  the  marks  of  heaven's  firft  work  they  wear, 
And,  like  the  firft  Pandora,  ftill  are  faultlefs  fail". 

Mark  how  their  ftatutes  due  proportion  know, 
Nor  rife  too  high,  nor  fink  too  meanly  low  ; 
No  meagre  bony  jaws  deform  the  face,  340 

Nor   puffy  fides  the  taper  (hdpe  difgrace, 
But  ev'ry  part  alike  becomes  its  place. 
Behold  how  lovely  i'mooth  the  forehead  mines, 
How  milky  white  the  foft  defcent  inclines, 
How  fitly  to  the  fparkling  eyes  it  joins  !  345 

While  gaily  pleafmg  they,  and  fweefly  bright, 
Fill  each  beholder's  heart  with  dear  delight. 
See  on  the  blooming  cheeks,  fo  frefhly  fpread, 
So  duly  mixt,  the  native  white  and  red  ; 
Mark  what  full  rofes  on  the  lips  appear,  350 

WThat  fweets  they  breathe,  what  balmy  dew  they  wear * 
But  loft  and  endlefs  were  my  pain,  to  trace 
Thevaft  infinity  of  beauty's  grace  : 
Why  mould  the  mule  in  lavifh  numbers  fpeak 
The  golden  trefies,  or  the  iv'ry  neck  ?  355 

Why  mould  the  bamful  nymph  attempt  to  tell, 
What  foft  round  globes  on  rifmg  bofoms  fwell? 
What  fecret  charms — Since  modefty  denies, 
And  bars  the  bold  accefs  of  wanton  eyes  ; 
Bluming,  with  decent  grace  her  veil  me  draws,       36* 
And  (hields  the  fair  from  mame  by  cuftom's  rev'rend 
laws. 

Nor  do  we  lefs  our  manly  beauty  boaft, 
Prov'd  often  to  the  love-fick  virgin's  coil  $ 
In  either  lex,  her  ikill,  dame  nature  (hows, 
And  equally  her  fairefts  gifts  beftows.  3<>5 

Mark  when  the  downy  plumes  at  firft  begia 
To  promifc  eafiy  ma«hood  on  his  chin  ; 
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How  goodly  grac'd  the  riling  youth  is  feen, 
His  form  how  noble,  and  how  great  his  mien  j 
From  vital  juices  well  and  kindly  mix'd,  370 

The  conftitution  juft  and  firmly  fix'd  j 
No  meagre  pale,  upon  his  vifage  fpread, 
Taints  with  unwholefome  hue  the  native  red  ; 
But  healthy,  fanguine,  of  the  Tyrian  dye, 
Laughs  in  his  looks,  while  from  his  front  onhigh,  375 
In  large  defcend ing  locks  his  aubume  trefles  fly. 
Nor  boail  his  other  parts  lefs  grace  divine, 
Sweet  lovelineis  with  comely  ftrength  combine, 
Each  limbon  well  competed  muicles  turns, 
And  juft  proportion  the  fair  whole  adorns.  380 

Such  equal  tempers  happy  Gallia  knows, 
Such  are  the  forms  our  kinder  heaven  beftows. 
Far  from  the  clime  where  lultry  funs  arife, 
Far  from  the  wintry  north's  inclement  fkies, 
In  the  mid-fpace  the  queen  of  nations  lies  j  385 

With  fofteft  airs,  with  fweeteft  is  me  bleft, 
And  gentle  heats  brood  on  her  balmy  breaft. 
If  then  the  genial  arts  thou  feek  to  know, 
Attend  to  what  the  ikilful  mule  can  mow, 
Sweet  are  her  lacred  rules,  and  tunefully  they  flow.  39* 
"  Notevery  man  or  woman  was  delign'd 
"  To  propagate  and  multiply  their  kind; 
"  Forbid  we  rightly  the  deform 'd  and  foul, 
"  To  clothe  with  ill-fliap'd  limbs  the  heavenly  foul." 
Has  not  the  poet's  fong  divinely  told  395 

Of  births  detefted  in  the  days  of  old  ? 
How  dreadful  Phlegeton  did  night  invade, 
Compreft  the  beldam  in  her  own  dire  made  ? 
Hence  fprung  the  fillers  (horrible  to  fight !) 
Whole  heliifh  heads  with  hitting  lhakes  affright.    400 
Who  fhudders  not  at  Pluto's  odious  bed  ? 
What  virgin  would  a  one-ey'd  Cyclops  wed  ? 
Were  I  to  judge,  no  vulcan  e'er  mould  prove 
A  horrid  hufband  to  the  queen  of  love, 
Some  fitter  talk  his  barren  age  fhould  find, 
In  hamm'ring  bolts  for  Jove  to  piagu? 
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Doom" el  to  old  Etna's  forge  he  mould  remain, 
And  drudge  out  dull  immortal  years  in  vain. 

But  he  who  judges  right  of  what  is  fair, 
With  healthy  fons  will  healthy  daughters  pair :       41  © 
As  unperformingulelefs  drones,  will  drive 
The  weak  and  fickly  from  the  marriage  hive  ; 
Whether  a  man,  by  frequent  vifits,  feel 
The  gnawing  torments  of  the  gouty  ill  j 
Or  fuel  den  epilepfies  leize  his  mind,  41 5 

Or  bilious  cholic  rack  his  breaft  with  wind  j 
Or  on  his  wafted  lungs  an  ulcer  prey, 
Or  a  confumption  lingeringly  betray 
His  pining   life,  and  murder  by  delay. 

For,  man's  new  curious  fyilem  tocompofe,          4zo 
An  equal  portion  every  limb  beftows, 
From  every  nerve  collected   nature  flows  : 
Whence  by  tradu6tion  from  the  father  run 
111  habitudes,  entail'd  upon  the  fon  ; 
The  latent  poifon  in  the  bowels  grows,  425 

And  propagates  a  family  of  woes. 
How  oft  do  men  their  ill -ftar'd  birth  bewail, 
Condemn'd  to  a  difeafeful  body's  jail ! 
How  oft  with  vain  complaints  they  load  the  Ikies, 
And  guiltlefs  gods  accufe  with  fruitlefs  cries  !        430 
When  the  true  caufe  of  their  repeated  blame, 
From  a  diftemper'd  feeble  marriage  came. 
Let  then  a  healthy  bridegroom  and  a  bride 
Be  in  connubial  leagues  of  love  ally'd  ; 
If  they  defire  that  future  times  fhould  know  435 

To  what  a  lovely  origin  they  owe    , 
A  race  of  men,  for  all  that's  generous  born, 
Or  to  defend  their  country,  or  adorn. 
The  prudent  farmers,  who  of  heaven  implore 
A  plenteous  harvelt,  and  increafing  (tore  j  44.  . 

The  fmelt  of  their  wheat  for  feed  retain, 
Nor  fow  their  acres  with  corrupted  grain. 
Hence  loaded  fields  their  annual  wealth  unfold* 
And  trailing  Ceres  waves  in  fheafy  gold , 
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Thus  laboring  hinds,  tor  a  rich  crop  of  corn,          445 
Improve  their  ground,  while  you  negleft  with  fcora 
The  grateful  foil,  from  whence  mankind  is  born : 
Unwilling,  or  unmindful,  to  produce 
From  a  hale  body,  pure  and  generous  juice  ; 
W  hich  in  clear  channels  may  unblended  run,         450 
From  the  bright  father  to  the  brighter  ion. 
Is  then  the  price  of  man  no  better  known, 
Or  God,  who  form'd  thy  image  from  his  own  ? 
Cannot  that  foul  which  does  with  art  furvey 
The  ftars,  and  travels  o'er  the  milky  way,  455 

Erecl  thy  fpirits,  and  refine  thy  clay  ? 
Does  (loth  lupine  in  i'uch  ftrong  fetters  bind 
Your  abject  fenfe,  and  make  you  lefs  inclin'd 
To  found  a  beauteous  temple  for  th'  ethereal  mind  ? 
Ye  gods,  who  to  a  human  birth  repair,  460 

And  watch  the  cradle  with  a  guardians  care, 
From  nuptial  banes  exclude  a  weakly  pair  j 
Left  execrations  from  their  children's  throat, 
Their  wretched  parents  to  the  fiends  devote. 
And  thou,  great  Father  of  all  human  race,  465 

Whole  hand  preierves  this  globe  inftri6t  embrace, 
No  longer  1st  the  wicked  cuftom  reign, 
Nor  the juft  beauty  of  thy  labour  ttain. 
Let  a  new  genius  from  the  fkies  delcend 
With  better  nature,  and  mankind  befriend  :  470 

Who  may  this  theme  with  well  wrote  rules  adorn, 
And  give  iniiruclion  to  an  age  unborn. 
Nor  is't  enough  that  marriages  agree 
In  mutual  vigour,  and  from  iicknefs  free  ; 
If  you  defire  an  offspring,  you  mult  learn  475 

Another  leffon  of  the  firft  concern. 
The  nuptial  knot  mould  be  with  equals  ty'd, 
No  fanguine  bridegroom  to  a  faplefs  bride ; 
Nor  mould  a  bloomy  nymph  entomb  her  charms 
In  an  old  huibaad's  monumental  arms.  4?o 

Hymen  will  fuch  anill-yok\l  couple  blame, 
And  Juno  kindle  an  unhappy  flame  : 
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Alt<Slo,  frowning  on  the  luckiefs  pair, 
Shakes  herfulphureous  torch,  and  ihakyhair. 
Sie  how  young  Chloe,  keen  with  ftrong  defires,      485 
From  her  old  withered  fpoufe  with  fcorn  retires, 
His  frigid  kiflfes  fhuns,  and  languid  fires ; 
With  frequent  tears  bedews  her  face,  and  quits 
Her  idle  drudge,  and  the  cletefted  fheets. 
Thee,  happy  Atys,  Rhea  from  above  490 

PuriVd  with  chafte  defires,  and  honeft  love. 
Had  th'  antiquated  goddefs  thee  carefs'd, 
And  with  cold  killes  in  her  bofoin  prefs'd, 
Thy  wafting  youth  had  found  its  certain  doom, 
Unfmew'd  of  his  ftrength  and  Springing  bloom.       495 
For  thedulldiynefsof  old  age  defires 
More  aliment  to  feed  its  dying  fires-, 
And  luity  nature's  whole  vivific  ftock  requires. 
So  ever  burning  lands  in  Libyan  plains, 
Suck  in  with  greedy  thirll  the  falling  rains  j  500 

And  ftill  unfated  with  the  watry  ftore, 
Their  drought  increafing,  make  demands  for  more. 

Yet  more  from  difcord  of  unequal  feed, 
When  youth  and  age  are  coupled  for  the  breed, 
Difeaies  in  afickly  train  proceed.  505 

And  if  at  lait  a  weakly  offspring's  born, 
How  oft  his  wretched  being  will  he  mourn  ; 

How  oft  a  life  in  mifery  extend, 

Unufefui  to  his  country,  or  his  friend  ? 
Nor  can  we  here  forget  the  modim  crime, 

Which  flights  the  rules  of  our  mftrufting  rhyme:  510 

Hew  ill-advifmg  thurft  of  gold  fupplies 

The  want  of  paflion,  and  perverts  our  eyes  j 

Which  to  a  face  fuperior  and  divine 

Prefers  the  monarch's  image  on  the  coin  : 

How,  fafhionably  vain,  large  portions  prove  515 

Kfbellious  iubjecls  to  commanding  love  : 

For  if  the  chefts  of  a  rich  father  hold  ; 

The  1  acred  load  of  writings,  or  of  gold  j 
'•an  jointure  a  ccnfenting  mate 
h  the  gay  ruin  of  a  vaft  dlate  j  520 
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Blind  with  the  mining  hopes,  each  nymph  will  run 
With  proffered  beauty  to  the  charming  ion, 
While  the  fond  parents  wim  her  wealthily  undone  : 
Though  the  pale  wretch  with  lure  contagion  kills, 
Infected  with  an  hcfpital  of  ills,  52, 5 

And  every  vilediieaie  which  crowds  the  weekly  bills  : 
Though  pining  in  the  lail  decline  of  life, 
A  fruitlei's  burden  to  his  longing  wife. 
How  hard  her  fate,  who  in  her  youthful  pride, 
Finds  a  dry  monfter  fnoring  by  her  530 

A  married  virgin  me,  and  widow  \l  bride! 
Of  her  loll  bloom  how  oft  will  me  complain, 
And  wet  the  joylefs  meets  with  nightly  rain  ! 
How  will  me  childlefs  mourn  !  or  what  is  woiie, 
Loathe  her  detelted  race,  a  heavier  curie  !  53: 

Befides,  if  prompted  by  her  Itrong  defires, 
She  leeks  new  fprings  to  cool  her  wanton  mvs  j 
It  wand'ring  in  the  iearch  of  bliis  me  flies, 
To  feek  what  her  enervate  drudge  denies  ; 
(For  who  would  wifh  a  loathfome  joy  to  prove,    54* 
Or  languifh  in  the  arms  of  fickly  love  ?) 
What  rank  adulteries  thy  home  will  ilain, 
And  crowd  it  \vkh  a  long  promiicuous  train, 
Which  thou,  good-nafeur'd  cuckold,  muft  maintain  ! 
'Tis  true  the  boy,  not  thine,  will  bear  thy  name, 
Though  twenty  fathers  have  a  better  claim. 
Here  mall  his  features,  and  his  mien  expreiii 
A  baronet,  and  there  his  groom  ccnfeis  : 
Here  a  young  colonel's  warlike  look,  or  there 
A  fneaking  citizen's  iubmifiive  air.  550 

Then  mail  the  hoarded  fums,  and  glittering  heap, 
Which  thou  haft  laboured  anxioufiy  to  keep  j 
Then  mall  the  acres  of  thy  rented  ground, 
The  flocks  and  herds  with  which  thy  fields  abound, 
All  which  to  thee  by  long  defcent  have  run, 
Be  fpent  in  riot  by  a  fpurious  fon. 
Nor  does  a  private  family  alone 
Beneath  the  mifchief  of  this  poiiba  groan  j 
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In  palaces  the  growing-  evil  fpreads, 
And  impudently  climbs  imperial  beds  :  560 

When  kings,  enfeebled  by  luxurious  eafe, 
Or  latent  leeds  of  ibme  uncur'd  difeafe, 
By  the  warm  fides  of  youthful  conibrts  freeze  ; 
No  longer  now  at  the  ibft  anvil  fweat, 
Too  impotent/to  govern  or  beget.  x  565 

Hence  infants  fometimes  may  a  kingdom  guide, 
Though  royal  only  by  the  mother's  fide  : 
Hence  the  deluded  fire's  oblig'd  to  own 
The  doubted  offspring  of  a  blood  unknown, 
And  willingly  adopts  the  baftard  to  his  throne.       570 

Nor  is  our  fex  lefs  faulty  than  the  fair  j 
Alike  we  fall  within  the  golden  mare  : 
For  if  a  matron's  fortune  can  iupply 
The  want  of  each  endearing  quality  $ 
Though  fitter  for  a  tomb  than  bridal  bed,  575 

Though  time  fits  hoary  on  her  making  head  ; 
Though  from  her  eyes  the  brackifh  humour  breaks, 
And  trickles  down  the  furrows  of  her  cheeks  ; 
Though  here  and  there  a  ftraggling  tooth  is  let, 
A  thin  plantation,  and  deform'd  with  jet;  580 

Though  huflcy  coughs  make  an  ungrateful  din, 
And  phthifics  rattle  from  her  lungs  within  : 
Yet  if  this  complicated  ill  defire 
With  Hymen's  torch  to  light  her  dying  fire ; 
If  for  connubial  joys  enrag'd  (he  thirft,  585 

To  fate  her  greedy  and  impetuous  luft ; 
Some  younger  brother  will  perhaps  incline 
To  pay  his  homage  at  her  golden  mrine  : 
Who  with  diffembled  love  will  fondly  run 
To  kifs  the  wither'd  wealthy  fkeleton  ;  590 

Will  fold  the  beldam  in  his  arms  to  reft, 
And  with  diflembled  joy  pant  on  her  leathern  breaft. 
But  ah  !  this  hufband  of  a  large  eftate 
Soon  flags,  and  turns  by  quick  degrees  to  hatej 
Quits  the  dull  carcafe  of  the  naufeous  dame,  595 

Slights  her  dry  embers  for  a  brifker  flame, 
And  feeks  with  eager  heat  a  nobler  game : 
M 
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Some  tender  yielding  maids  he  longs  to. prove, 

Or  fome  co-eval  wife's  unlawful  fove ; 

While,  fmgle,  his  neglected  conibrt  lies,  600 

And  waftes  the  joykfs  night  in  empty  fighs. 

Hence  tears,  preluding  to  deftructive  jars, 

And  lad  complaints  to  unafliliing  liars ! 

Hence  deep  refentments  rack  her  jealous  head, 

For  her  wronged  honour,  and  delated  bed  !  605 

Hence  ftudy  of  revenge  her  love  repels, 

And  all  the  woman  riles  and  rebels  ! 

In  wicked  arts  and  deadly  drugs  (he  deals, 

And  with  difTembled  duty  rage  conceals  : 

While  carelefs  he,  and  indolent  of  thought,  610 

Drinks  fure  deftruction  in  Ibme  fatal  draught. 

Did  not  the  tenets  of  religion  bind 
To  facred  counlels  ray  obedient  mind, 
Love  fliould  be  liking ;  nor  the  nuptial  league 
Be  ty'd  by  compact,  or  defign'd  intrigue  615 

Of  felfilh  parents,  who  in  wedlock  join 
Their  fons,  to  raife  their  wealth,  and  not  their  line. 
For  mould  wife  nature,  for  the  Cyprian  joys, 
Direct  a  couple  in  their  mutual  choice, 
They  would  by  reafon,  not  by  cuftom  led,  620 

Ne'er  tie  a  living  body  to  a  dead. 
Be  banim'd  then,  unfit  for  amorous  fport, 
The  fabling  dotard  from  the  Paphian  court : 
Let  youth  their  ftrength  on  youth  alone  employ, 
And  burn  with  equal  love  and  healthy  joy,  615 

To  propagate  mankind  and  people  earth 
With  a  found  offspring  and  a  generous  birth. 
Nor,  while  I  dictate  theie  important  truths, 
Grateful  to  maidens  and  unmarried  youths, 
Would  I  to  an  extreme  as  bad  incline,  630 

And  beardlefs  boys  with  unfledg'd  virgins  join, 
New  to  a  blufh,  and  fond  without  defign. 
For  prudent  nature,  who  has  then  began 
To  knit  the  joints,  and  to  confirm  the  man, 
Has  not  as  yet  her  genial  power  diiHll'd,  635 

Nor  with  prolific  juice  the  veflels  fili'd. 
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If  then  a  damfel,  who  defigns  to  wed, 

Would  reap  the  pleasures  of  the  nuptial  bed  ; 

Let  her  (for  Themis  thefe  ftricl  rules  ordains, 

To  curb  too  forward  nyrnphs,  and  eager  ivvains)  640 

Expeft  with  patience,  till  the  rolling  iun 

Has  twice  fix  times  his  aniutal  journey  run  j 

Till  her  maturing  years  begin  to  bloom, 

And  promiie  early  offspring  to  the  womb . 

For  when  the  fwelling  mafs  is  firmly  knit,  64.5 

And  the  ripe  virgin  glows  with  perfect  heat ; 

Then  rofy  ftreams  from  fecret  fprings  abound, 

Which  kindly  bathe  the  fruitful  womb  around  j 

By  nature's  prudent  care  provided  well, 

To  feed  the  fteeping  infant  in  his  cell :  650 

Then  her  foft  breafts  the  lover's  heart  infpire 

With  tempting  heavings,  and  provoke  defire. 

So  mould  the  youth  attend,  till  time  begin 

With  mofly  down  to  clothe  and  fledge  the  chin  ; 

Till  the  firm  channels  iwell  with  vigorous  blood,  655 

And  roll,  impetuous,  a  prolific  flood. 

Then,  if  kind  Juno  his  endeavours  blefs, 

He  fafely  may  the  wedded  fair  carefs, 

And  venture  on  love's  left  and  eloierecefs. 

If  youths  and  virgins  would  thefe  rules  obey,         660 

And  wifely  follow  where  I  chalk  the  way, 

What  beauteous  bloffoms  would  their  labours  bring  ? 

What  fruits  would  in  the  bridal  chamber  fpring  ? 

Would  they  with  equal  conftitutions  join, 

Man  would  be  all  harmonious,  all  divine,  665 

And  angels1  heavenly  looks  would  in  God's  image  fhine. 

Mean  time,  while  laboring  in  this  pleafxng  art, 
The  facred  laws  of  nature  I  impart j 
While  to  the  married  pair  the  willing  mufe 
Gives  found  inftru&ions  of  important  ule  :  670 

Lo  !  a  young  herp  of  imperial  race, 
With  early  manhood  and  fuperior  grace, 
Mounts  the  paternal  throne  of  France,  and  brings 
New  glory  to  the  blood  from  whence  he  fprings, 
The  worthy  iuccelfcr  of  ancient  kings.  675 
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Lewis  !  Heav'ns  darling  offspring,  from  above 

Sent  to  command  with  equity  and  love  ; 

By  wholefome  laws  the  factious  world  to  bindj 

And  be  a  prefent  fuccour  to  mankind.        \ 

What  royal  mien  !  What  mingled  graces  rile         62o 

In  every  part,  and  lighten  from  his  eyes  ! 

What  majefty  of  foul,  afpiring  to  the  ikies  ! 

A  thoufand  goddefles  admire  his  charms, 

His  princely  air  a  thoufand  nymphs  alarms, 

A  thoui'and  fighs  they  fend,  to  languish  in  his  anus.  685 

Him  the  bright  nymph  of  Auftria's  blood  adores, 

Who  burns  where  Tagus  gilds  Iberian  mores  ; 

The  gentle  winds  tell  eveiy  fecret  groan, 

And  waft  her  wiflies  to  the  Gallic  throne. 

If,  mighty  prince,  thou  to  the  match  incline,       690 

Spain  and  her  Indian  treaiures  (hall  be  thine. 

For  thee  the  tender  Lufitanian  dame 

Confumes,  and  rivals  the  Hefperian  flame. 

For  thee  me  pines  ;  for  thee  the  beauties  glow, 

Which  drink  the  German  Rhine  and  Latian  Po.  695 

All  ftung  alike,  and  emulous  to  tread 

The  bridal  room,  and  mount  thy  lofty  bed. 


But  thou  !  the  hope  of  the  Bourbonian  line, 

A  foreign  Hymen's  facred  torch  decline. 

Of  thole  refulgent  ftars  which  crowd  our  fky,      700 

And  fparkle  in  the  Celtic  galaxy, 

A  hundred  beauties  in  thy  court  are  feen, 

Deferving  the  high  title  of  thy  queen  ; 

On  whofe  fair  birth,  a  planet,  like  thy  own, 

With  friendly  influence,  propitious  fhone;  705 

Whence  kindly  feeds  arife,  and  kifles  not  unknown. 

Nor  be  to  fond  defires  fo  blindly  loft, 

To  choofe  a  nymph,  whom  turbid  Tyber's  coaft 

Or  whom  Aufonio's  petty  princes  boaft. 

Nor,  mindlefs  of  the  blood  which  fwells  each  vein,  7 1  o 

Admit,  as  confort  of  thy  glorious  reign, 

Such  humble  births,  a  mean  degenerate  itrain. 
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Confult  thy  royalty  with  niceft  care, 

And  fix  with  judgment  on  the  choien  fair, 

Worthy  to  languifti  by  a  monarch's  iidej  715 

Nor  fue  by  proxy  to  an  abfent  bride. 

Survey  in  peribn  the  delicious  prize, 

And  drink  in  love  at  thy  own  piercing  eyes  : 

Demand  her  peribn  on  a  double  fcore, 

Much  for  her  beauty,  for  her  virtue  more.  720 

Mad  cuftom !  where  a  queen  is  led  to  climb 

(Unfeen  before)  the  royal  bed  fublime  : 

Where  kings  are  guided  by  another's  voice, 

And  follow  blindfold  the  deputed  choice. 

Be  this  thy  firft  and  lateft  wifh,  to  prove,  725 

In  filken  chains  of  matrimonial  love, 

Some  charming  heroine  of  high  defcent, 

The  partner  of  thy  breaft  and  government : 

From  whole  celeilial  loins  may  fpring  an  heir, 

Great,  like  his  father;  like  his  mother,  fair  :       730 

Whofe  native  charms  with  an  engaging  art, 

Win  the  glad  foul,  and  fteal  upon  the  heart. 

The  conic ious  people  willingly  obey 

Whene'er  deligning  deftiny  makes  way 

By  manly  beauty  to  imperial  fway  j  735 

When  they  behold  a  royal  infant  born, 

Whofe  ftarry  temples  mail  the  crown  adorn. 

Where  is  the  mighty  gain,  that  from  a  item 

Of  kings,  a  Juno  fhare  thy  diadem  ? 

If  you  attempt  th*  embraces  of  a  queen  740 

In  body  foul,  with  fwarthy  cheeks  obicene  ; 

How  will  me  damp  thy  flames,  thy  pleaiures  cloy  r 

What  love  can  me  infpire  ?  what  real  joy  ? 

What  juft  materials  bring  for  thy  fucceeding  boy  ? 

Unfit  for  fceptres,  his  unprincely  face,  745 

Abhorring  from  the  brightnefs  of  thy  race, 

Thy  fubjecls  (hall  pervert,  thy  throne  diigrace. 

Nor  is  the  fecret  to  the  mufe  unknown, 
How  courts,  to  frequent  wantonnefles  prone, 
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By  loofe  defires  and  high  examples  led,  750 

Stain  the  chafte  honours  of  the  royal  bed. 
How  a  young  monarch,  to  his  queen  unjuftj 
Oft  licenies  the  fashionable  luft. 
So  in  Olympus  once,  adulterous  Jove 
Left  his  lothM  Juno  for  a  human  love  :  755 

In  earth  and  heaven  his  fpurious  offspring  fow'd, 
Profufely  fcatter'd  his  immortal  blood, 
And  ftock'd  the  iky  with  a  promifcuous  brood. 
Great  fire,  abandon  this  opprobrious  life, 
Contented  with  a  lov'd,  and  loving  wife.  760 

Let  the  pure  ifTue  of  unfpotted  flames 
Thy  fceptre  wield,  and  fhun  lafcivious  dames. 

But  if  my  private  inufe,  without  offence, 
.May  freely  utter  her  impartial  fenfe  5 
There  might  be  found  a  more  adapted  mate,  765 

Of  higher  virtues,  though  of  humbler  ftate  : 
Who  with  requiting  fires  thy  fires  would  meet, 
Of  temper  equal,  and  of  form  complete  ; 
Whole  looks  might  foften  and  unbend  thy  care, 
And  eafe  the  burden  of  the  gold  you  wear.  770 

Others,  who  court  alliance  to  thy  throne, 
Seek  but  to  (trengthen,  and  fecure  their  own  : 
So  the  weak  branches*of  the  tender  vine 
In  circling  folds  the  married  elm  entwine. 
But  kings,  who  to  themfelves  their  grandeur  owe,  775 
Self-balanc'd,  on  unmov'd  foundations  grow  : 
Safe  in  their  people's  ftrength,  from  princes  near 
They  feek  no  fuccours,  and  no  forces  fear. 

But  while  we  wait,  from  what  celeftial  worth, 
From  what  great  princefs  of  exalted  birth,  780 

New  Caefars  mall  arife  to  rule  the  Gallic  earth : 
Me,  Phoebus,  guide  with  thy  informing  light, 

While  ufeful  laws  for  hufbands  I  indite ; 

Smile  on  my  pleafing  toil,  and  aid  my  daring  flight. 


THE  END. 
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111*1  i   im^ni  ir.  c-gciiietruyj  out  DOC  grc 

I'd  h-.ve  a  little  vault,  bat  always  ft  r'rt 

\Vith  the  beft  v/ines  e  ich  vintage  could  afford-— 

I'd  chute  two  friends,  whofe  company  would  be 

A  grc.it  advance  to  rny  felicity— 

Wou'.d  bounteous  heaven  once  mere  indulge,  I'd  ehti 

(For  who  u-ould  fo  n.uci)  lati'faftion  lofe 

As  witty  nymnhs  in  convcriation  give?) 

Near  fome  obii&iii£  rarest  fa.r  to  live. 
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I'd  he  concern'd  in  no  litigious  jar  ; 
Belov'd  by  all,  not  vainly  popular. 
Whate'er  afliltance  I  had  pow'r  to  bring, 
T'oblige  my  country,   or  to  ferve  my  king, 
Whene'er  they  call'd,  I'd  readily  afford 
My  tongue,  my  pen,  my  counfel,  or  my  fword— 
If  heaven  a  date  of  many  years  would  give, 
Thus  I'd  in  pleafure,  eafe,  and  plenty,  live—- 

Few tears,  but  friendly,  dropp'd  into  my  grave) 

Then  would  my  exit  fo  propitious  be, 

All  men  would  wiih  to  live  and  die  like  me. 
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LIFE  OF  POMFRET. 


AS  very  few  anecdotes  concerning  the  Life  of  Mr.  John 
•^"  Pomfret  have  been  tranfmitted  to  pofterity,  we  are  pre- 
cluded from  the  means  of  giving  a  circumftantial  detail  of 
incidents,  or  an  elaborate  difcufiion  of  the  merits  of  his  writ- 
ings. 

From  a  fliort  account  prefixed  to  his  poems,  by  an  anonymous 
friend,  it  appears  that  he  was  the  ion  of  the  Reverend  Mr. 
Pomfret,  Rector  of  Luton,  in  Bedrbrdfhire,  where  he  was 
born  in  the  year  1677. 

He  received  a  liberal  education  at  an  eminent  grammar 
fchool,  in  the  country,  from  whence  he  was  fent  to  Qijeen's 
College,  Cambridge,  where,  according  to  the  Univerfity  Re- 
gifter,  he  was  admitted  to  his  Bachelor's  degree  in  1684,  and 
to  his  Matter's  degree  in  1698. 

Soon  after  his  leaving  College,  he  entered  into  orders,  and 
was  prefented  to  the  living  of  Maiden,  in  Bedfordshire;  but 
when  he  applied  to  the  Bilhop  of  London  for  inftitution  and 
induction,  he  was  retarded  for  fome  time  by  a  difguft  the  Pre- 
late haa  taken  at  the  following  lines  in  his  Poem  entitled  Tke 
Choice, 

"  And  as*I  near  approach'd  the  verge  of  life, 
"  Some  kind  relation  (for  I'd  have  no  wife) 
**  Should  take  upon  him  all  my  worfll)'  care, 
"  Whilft  I  did  for  a  better  ftate  prepare." 

It  was  inferred,  from  the  words  in  the  parenthefis,  that  the 
author  confidered  happinefs  more  likely  to  be  found  in  the  com- 
pany of  a  miftr'els  than  a  wife  ;,  but  they  certainly  could  imply 
nothing  more  than  his  preference  of  a  (ingle  to  a  married  life. 
But  this  reproach  was  eafily  obliterated,  for  Pomfret,  like  moll 
other  men  who  plan  fchemes  of  life,  had  departed  from  his 
purpofe,  and  was  then  married;  yet  the  malicious  defign  of 
his  enemies  had  a  very  fatal  conference,  for  the  delay  occa- 
fioned  by  the  obftrudlion  he  met  with,  conftrained  his  atten- 
dance in  London,  where  he  caught  the  fmall  pox,  and  died  in 
1703,  in  the  thirty-fixth  year  of  his  c>ge. 

Pomfret  was  a  man  not  deftitute  either  of  erudition  or  geni- 
us, who  Teems  to  have  fpent  his  life  in  innocence,  eafe,  and 
tranquillity.  By  forne  he  was  fuppofed  to  have  been  tinctured 
with  fanaticifm':  but  this  imputation  was  caft  on  him  by  thcye 
having  been  one  of  his  firname,  a  di  Tenting  teacher,  who  pub- 
liflied  fome  rhymes,  equally  repugnant  to  the  rules  of  poetry 
and  common  fenfr. 

The  firft  edition  of  Pomfret's  po-ms  was  publL'hed  in  1695, 

to  which  he  prefixed  a  very  mcdeft  and  lenfible  preface.     His 
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R^on,  a  Afire,,  and  I'Ls  KWJJ'.KJ,  ?.  FindaritQ&j  wwe  h> 

£  from  a  coj-y  primed  in 

.  .111  j  the  other  irum  4  .-nianufcrun  in  the  poiFdSjn  of  * 

'•  ten  "t  .ititr-e  tv'ien  dif- 
'  ,'io  i  -.'.'•ere  carri  d  on  whh  fuel? 
thar  ki-g  Wiilinrti  was  obliged 

.'•pole  his  royal  aw  ,  -ubitirg  them  from  pub- 

is  un  thclV  iubjcxtr,  I:  is  a  fevere,  though 
.  ;;on  the  a.vt  .  ,;!  n  thcfe  difpufes,  and 

tCi.ds  to-enfoice  ihe  vtiy  Inudable  principles  of  moderation  an! 
candour,  tro:n  arguments 4&ufcicd  upon  human  fel  ibi!i: y,  an.1, 
as  fuch,  claims  a  rirte  t-  go  ij  r.J  jpprpbafkmi 

Our  nuihor  U  ic,  .-.1  with  refpeft  to 

his  poetic. ;!  compoiuioiis,  in  a  book  entitle,}  Poems  by  the  Earl 
or"  Rofconimon  and  Mr.  Duke,  in  the  preface  to  which  the 
pubiiiher  has  infertcd  the  k;i lowing  y^iagr/.ph.  {<  Jn  this  col- 
Jcrtion,"  fiiys  he,  t{of"n;y  Lord  Roicommon's  poems,  cans 
has  been  taken  to  inibrt  all  that  1  coukl  poflibiy  procuie  that 
are  truly  genuine,  there  having  bee  i  feveral  things  publiihed 
under  his  r.ame  wh'xh  weie  wiit^n  by  o;hers,  the  authors  of 
which  1  couhl  fe  down  it  i-  were  mateviil."  Now  this  editor 
would  have  been  more  jutf,  both  to  the  public  ard  to  the  /ne- 
mory  of  Lord  Rofccmmrn,  if  he  h;^j  tuid  u=  what  productions 
had  been  under  hi-j  Lor^thip's  name  by  ofhcrs,  than  by  con- 
ceali  g  the  authors  or'iuch  .,r;)('i  irrpof?tion3  ^  inftead  of  which, 
he  has  atrribu  ed  «'  the  Proipecl  of  Death"  to  the  Earl  of  Rof- 
commrn,  which  was  written  by  Mr.  Pomriet,  many  years  alter 
his  Lerdlhlp's  dcce  -ie. 

Dr.  Johrfon  fum.>  up  -'he  poetical  merit  cf  Pomfret  In  tli€ 
following  concife  and  liberal  manner. 

"  He  has  beei  rilways  the  favourite  of  that  clif.;  of  renders, 
•who,  without  vanity  or  cii  icifm,  fetrk.  only  their  own  amufe- 
ment. 

"  Hij  Cl:oice  exhibit,  n  fyftem  of  L'fe  adapted  to  comiron 
notions,  and  <  qual  to  common  f 'xrudlatlons  ;  luc'.i  a  ft;>'.c  a5  af- 
fords plenty  and  tranquillity,  withcuc  exclulion  of  in'vrl'citual 
pleaiur.s.  Perhaps  no  ccmpofi'i ;,n  in  cur  language  hui  uten 
of.encr  perukd  than  For/i' 

"  In  his  other  Poems  there  is  aneify  volubility  : — the  plen- 
fure  of  fmooth  metre  is  afforded  to  the  car,  and  the  mind  is  not 
opprefTed  with  p.>ndrous  or  er.'ai-^lcd  with  intricate  fentimenr. 
He  pleafcs  many,  ;  majiy  mull  have  fc/ne 

fpeues  of  merit.'" 


PREFACE. 

?!  will  be  to  little  purpofe,  the  author  prefumes,  to  offer  any 
-  the  following  poems  appear  in  public,  for  it  is  ten 
to  one  wheiher  he  gives  the  true,  arid  if  he  aces,  it  is  much 
greater  odds  whether  the  gentle  reader  is  fo  courteous  as  to  be- 
lieve him.  He  could  tell  the  world,  according  ro  the  laudable 
cuftom  or"  prefaces,  that  it  was  thro""  the  irrefiftible  importunity 
of  friends,  or  fome  other  excufe  of  ancient  renown,  that  he  ven- 
tured :hem  to  the  prefs  ;  but  he  thought  it  much  better  to  leave 
every  man  10  guefs  for  himfelf,  and  then  he  would  be  lure  to 
fa'ijfy  himfelf ',  rW,  let  vvhat  will  be  pretended,  people  are  grown 
•To  very  apt  to  fancy  they  are  always  in  the  right,  that  unlefs  it 
hit  their  humour,  it  is  immediately  condemned  for  a  /ham  and 
hypocrify.  •  In  Inert,  that  which  wants  an  excufe  for  being 
in  print,  ought  not  to  have  been  printed  at  all:  but  whether 
the  enfuing  pocins  deierve  to  ftand  in  that  clafs  the  world  rnuft 
have  leave  to  determine.  What  faults  the  true  judgment  of 
The  g  -ntlernan  may  rind  out,  it  is  to  be  hoped  his  candour  and 
good  humour  will  eafily  pardon  ;  but  thofe  which  the  p:evifh« 
liefs  and  ill- -m.ture  of  the  crit'c  may  difcover,  muft  expert 
to  be  luunercifully  ufed  ;  though,  methinks,  it  is  a  very  pre- 
poftcrous  piealure  to  Icratch  other  perfons  till  the  blood  coir.es, 
and  then  laugh  at  and  ridicule  them. 

Some  perfons,  perhaps,  may  wonder  how  things  of  this  na- 
ture dare  come  into  rhe  world  without  the  protection  of  fume 
great  name,  as  they  cull  it,  and  a  fulfome  epittle  dedicatory  to 
his  Grace,  or  Right  Honourable  :  for  if  a  poem  firms  out  under 
iny  Lord's  patronage,  the  author  imagines  ic  is  no  lefs  than  fcan- 
lialum  nugtiatum  to  diflike  it,  elpecially  if  he  thinks  fit  to  tell 
tiir  world  that  this  fame  Lord  is  a  peribn  of  wonderful  wit  and 
underftanding,  a  notable  judge  of  poetry,  and  a  very  conliderable 
poet  himfelfT  But  if  a  poem  have  no  intrinfic  excellencies  and 
real  beauties,  thegreateit  name  in  the  \vorld  will  never  induce 
a  man  of  fenfe  to  approve  it  5  and  if  it  Ins  them,  Tom  Piper", 
is  as  good  as  my  Lord  Duke's  :  the  only  difference  it,  Tom  claps 
half  a  i  ounce  of  fnuft'into  the  poet's  hand,  and  his  Grace  twenty 
guiiuas:  for,  indeed,  there  lies  the  ftrength  of  a  great  name, 
and  the  greatcft  protection  a  i  author  can  receive  from  if. 

To  ple;3fe  every  one  would  be  a  new  thing,  and  to  write  fo 
as  to  pleafe  nobody  would  be  as  new  5  for  even  Quarles  and  Wy- 
thers>  have  their  admirers.  The  author  is  not  fo  fond  of  fame 
to  defire  it  from  the  injudicious  many, nor  cf  fo  mortified  a  temper 
not  to  wifli  it  from  the  dilcerning  few.  It  is  not  the  multitude 
of  applaufes,  but  the  good  fenfc  of  the  applauders,  which  efta- 
bliihes  a  valuable  reputation ;  and  if  a  Rymer  or  a  Coigreve 
lay  it  is  well,  he  will  not  be  at  all  folicitous  how  great  the  ma- 
joiity  may  be  to  the  contrary. 
Londo 


MISCELLANIES. 


THE  CHOICE. 

IF  Heaven  the  grateful  liberty  would  give, 
That  I  might  chufe  my  method  how  to  live, 
And  all  thole  hours  propitious  Fate  mould  lend 
In  blifsful  eai'e  and  fatisfaftion  fpend  : 

Near  fome  fair  town  I'd  have  a  private  feat,  5 

Built  uniform  ;  not  little,  nor  too  great  j 
Better  if  on  a  rifing  ground  it  flood, 
On  this  fide  fields  j  on  that  a  neighboring  wood  : 
It  mould  within  no  other  things  contain 
But  what  are  ufeful,  neceflary,  plain  :  10 

Methinks  'tis  naxifeous,  and  Pd  ne'er  endure 
The  needlefs  pomp  of  gaudy  furniture. 
A  little  garden,  grateful  to  the  eye, 
An^acool  rivulet  run  murm'ring  by, 
On  whofe  delicious  banks  a  ftately  row  15 

Of  fhady  limes  or  fycamores  mould  grow  ; 
At  th'  end  of  which  a  filent  ftudy  plac'd, 
Should  be  with  all  the  nobleft  authors  grac'd. 
Horace  and  Virgil,  in  whole  mighty  lines 
Immortal  wit  and  ibltd  learning  mines  ;  20 

Sharp  Juvenal,  and  am  rous  Ovid  too, 
Who  all  the  turns  of  love's  foft  paffion  knew  j 
He  that  with  judgment  reads  his  charming  lines, 
In  which  ftrong  art  with  ftronger  nature  joins, 
Mull  grant  his  fancy  does  the  beft  excel,  25 

His  thoughts  fo  tender,  and  exprefs'd  fo  well ; 
With  all  thofe  Moderns,  men  of  fteady  fenfe, 
Efteem'd  for  learning  and  for  eloquence. 
In  fome  of  thefe,  as  Fancy  mould  advife, 
I'd  always  take  my  morning  exercife  ;  30 

For  fure  no  'minutes  bring  us  more  content 
Than  thole  in  pleafing  ufeful  lludies  fpent. 

Td  have  a  clear  and  competent  eftate, 
That  I  might  live  genteelly,  but  not  great ; 
As  much  as  I  could  moderately  fpend  ;  35 

A  little  more,  fometimes  t'oblige  a  friend: 


THE  CHOICE,  9 

&ar  ftiould  the  fons  of  Poverty  repine 
Too  much  at  Fortune,  they  ihouid  tafle  of  mine  j 
And  all  that  obje&s  of  true  pity  were 

,ld  be  relieved  with  what  my  wants  could  fpare ;  40 
For  that  oxir  Maker  has  too  largely  .giv'n 

\!  be  return* d  in  gratitude  to  Heaven, 
A  frugal  plenty  (houid  my  table  fpread, 
With  healthy,  not  luxurious,  dimes  fed  j 
£nough  to  fatisfy,  and  ibrnething  more,  45 

To  feed  the  Hi  anger  and  the  neighboring  poor, 
•Strong  meat  indulges  vice,  and  pamp'rmg  food 
Creates  dlieales,  and  inflames  the  blood  : 
But  what's  fufficient  to  make  nature  flrong, 
And  tlve  bright  lamp  of  life  continue  long,  50 

I'd  freely  take.,  and,  as  I  did  pcfieis,  - 
"T'he  bounteous  Author  of  -my  plenty  blefs. 
I'd  have  a  little  vault,  hut  always  ftor'd 
"With  the  bJl  wines  each  vintage  could  afford. 
Wine  whefb  the  wit,  improves  its  native  force,          55 
And  gives  a  pleafant  flavour  todiicourie.: 
'By  making-  ail  oyt  (pirits  debonaire, 
Throws  oif  the  lees,  the  fediment  of  care: 
^i:t  as  -the  greatdl  blefling  Heaven  lends 
"May  "be  debaucbM,  ami  ierve  ignoble  ends,  €o 

So^  bm  too  oftj  the  gra-p^s  refrefhing  juice 
Does  many  niiiehievous  effects  produce, 
Aly  houfe  ihouid  no  luc-h  rude  dlforders  know, 
Ae  from  high  drink  ing  confequently -flow, 
~Sor  would  'I  \\lie  what  was  fo  kindly  giv'n  65 

To  the  d'fhonour  of  iadulgent  Heaven, 
It  any  neighbour  came  he  fliould  be  free, 

with  i-d.pe&,  and  not  uneajy  be 

•.'trtreat,  or  to  hlmielf  or  me, 

What  freedom,  pnuluice,  and  riglit  reafon,  give      79 
-AiJ  men  may,  \viih  impunity  receive  ; 
l-iut  the  loalt  i-wtrving  from  iheir  rule's  too  much  j 

liafs  forbidden  Ui  'tis  deatii  to  touch, 
it  liie  -mny  be  morc  comfortable  yet, 
vtifiu'dj  Jbiicax-,  and  great, 


tO  POMFRET'S  POEMS. 

I'd  chufe  two  friends,  whofe  company  would  be 
A  great  advance  to  my  felicity  j 
Well  born,  of  humours  fuited  to  my  own, 
Dilcreet,  and  men  as  well  as  books  have  known  j 
Brave,  genVous,  witty,  and  exaftly  free  80 

From  loofe  behaviour  or  formality  5 
Airy  and  prudent ;  merry,  but  not  light ; 
Quick  in  dilcerning,  and  in  judging  right  j 
Secret  they  fliould  be,  faithful  to  their  truft, 
In  reasoning  cool,  ftrong,  temperate,  and  juft  ;  85 

Obliging,  open,  without  huffing  brave  ; 
Briflc  in  gay  talking,  and  in  fober  grave  ; 
dole  in  difpute,  but  not  tenacious  ;  tryM 
By  iblid  realbn,  and  let  that  decide ; 
Not  prone  to  luft,  revenge,  or  envious  hate,  90 

Nor  buly  meddlers  with  intrigues  of  (late  ; 

Strangers  to  flancler,  and  fworn  foes  to  fpite  j 

Not  quarrelfome,  but  flout  enough  to  fight ; 

Loyal  and  pious,  friends  to  Caefar  j  true, 

As  dying  martyrs,  to  their  Maker  too  :  95 

In  their  fociety  I  could  not  mifs 

A  permanent,  firicere,  fubftantial,  blifs. 

Would  bounteous  Heav'n  once  more  indulge,  I'd 

(For  who  would  fo  much  fatisfacYron  lofe  [choofe 

As  witty  nymphs  in  converlation  give  ?)  100 

Near  fome  obliging  modeft  fair  to  live  ; 

For  there's  that  fweetnefs  in  a  female  mind, 

Which  in  a  man's  we  cannot  hope  to  find ; 

That  by  a  fecret  but  a  pow'rful  art, 

Winds  up  the  fpring  of  Hie,  and  does  impart          105 

Frefh  vital  heat  to  the  tranfported  heart. 
I'd  have  her  rea{bn  all  her  paflions  fway  ; 

Eafy  in  company,  in  private  gay  j 

Coy  to  a  fop,  to  the  delerving  free : 

Still  conilant  to  herielf,  and  juft  to  me  :  1 10 

A  ioul  me  mould  have  for  great  aftions  fit, 

Prudence  and  wifdom  to  direcl:  her  wit  j 

Courage  to  look  bold  Danger  in  the  face  ; 
No  fear,  but  only  to  be  proud  or  bafe  j 


THE    CHQICE.  II 

Quick  to  advife,  by  an  emergence  preft,  115 

To  give  good  counfel,  or  to  take  the  beft  : 
I'd  have  th'  expreflion  of  her  thoughts  be  fuch, 
She  might  not  leem  referv'd,  nor  talk  too  much  j 
That  fhews  a  want  of  judgment  and  of  fenfe  ; 
More  than  enough  is  but  impertinence  :  120 

Her  conduct  regular,  her  mirth  renVd, 
Civil  to  ftrangers,  to  her  neighbours  kind  j 
Averfe  to  vanity,  revenge,  and  pride, 
In  all  the  methods  of  deceit  untry 'd  j 
So  faithful  to  her  friend,  and  good  to  all,  125 

No  cenfure  might  upon  her  actions  fall : 
Then  would  e'en  Envy  be  compelled  to  fay—- 
She goes  the  leaft  of  woman-kind  aftray. 

To  this  fair  creature  I'd  fometimes  retire, 
Her  converfation  would  new  joys  infpire,  130 

Give  life  an  edge  fo  keen,  no  furly  care 

Would  venture  to  aflault  my  foul,  or  dare 

Near  my  retreat,  to  hide  one  fecret  fnare. 

But  fo  divine,  fo  noble,  a  repaft 

I'd  feldom,  and  with  moderation  tafte  j  135 

For  higheft  cordials  all  their  virtue  lole 

By  a  too  frequent  and  too  bold  a  ufe  j 

And  what  would  cheer  the  fpirits  in  diftrefs, 

Rums  our  health  when  taken  to  excels. 

I'd  be  concern'd  in  no  litigious  jar  j  140 

Belov'd  by  all,  not  vainly  popular. 

Whate'er  afllftance  I  had  pow'r  to  bring, 

T'oblige  my  countiy,  or  to  ferve  my  king, 

Whene'er  they  call'd  I'd  readily  afford 

My  tongue,  my  pen,  my  counfel,  or  my  fword.        145 

Law-Huts  I'd  fhun  with  as  much  ftudious  care 

As. I  would  dens  where  hungry  lions  are, 

And  rather  put  up  injuries  than  be 

A  plague  to  him  who'd  be  a  plague  to  me. 

I  value  quiet  at  a  price  too  great  1 50 

To  give  for  my  revenge  ib  dear  a  rate  j 

For  what  do  we  by  all  our  buftle  gain 

But  counterfeit  delight  for  real  pain  j 
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If  Heaven  a  date  of  many  years  would  give, 
Thus  I'd  in  pleafure,  eafe,  and  plenty  live  j,  155 

And  as  I  near  approach 'd  the  verge  of  life, 
Some  kind  relation  (for  ITd  have  no  wife) 
Should  take  upon  him  all  my  worldly  care, 
Whilft  I  did  for  a  better  ftate  prepare  r 
Then  I'd  not  be  with  any  trouble  vexvd,  i&> 

Nor  have  the  evVmg  of  my  days  perplexM, 
But,  by  a  filent  and  a  peaceful  death, 
Without  a  figh  refign  my  aged  breath  : 
And  when  committed  to  the  du(t,  I'd  have 
Few  tears,  but  friendly,  dropp'd  into  my  grave  : 
Then  would  my  exit  fo  propitious  be, 
All  men  would  wifh  to  live  and  die  like  me.  1617 

LOVE  TRIUMPHANT  OVER  REASON. 

A  VISION. 

THO'  gloomy  thoughts  difturb  \Urny  anxious  breaft 
All  the  long  night,  and  drove  away  my  reft, 
Juft  as  the  dawning  day  began  to  rife 
A  grateful  (lumber  clas'd  my  waking  eyes  j 
But  active  fancy  to  ftrange  regions  flew,  5 

And  brought  fiirprifmg  objects  to  my  view. 

Methought  I  walk'd  in  a  delightful  grove, 
The  foft  retreat  of  gods,  when  gods  make  love  ; 
Each  beauteous  object  my  charm'd  foul  amaz'd, 
And  I  on  each  with  equal  wonder  gaz'd,  is 

Nor  knew  which  moft  delighted  ;  all  was  fine, 
The  noble  product  of  fome  Pow'r  divine  : 
But  as  I  traveiV'i  the  obliging  made, 
Which  myrtle        '-.mine,  and  roles,  made, 
I  law  a  perfor.  \vhofe  celeftial  face  1 5 

-At  firit  decuu'd  her  goddefs  of  the  place  ; 
But  I  i ,  when  approaching  near, 

An  afpecl  full  of  beauty,  but  fevere  : 
Bold  and  majeflic,  ev'ry  awful  look 
Into  my  foul  a  fee  ret  horror  ftruck  :  2» 

Advancing  farther  on  me  made  a  ftand, 
And  beckon'd  me  j  I  kneeling,  kifs'd  her  hand  j 
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«  Then  thus  began—"  Bright  Peity !  (for  fo 

**  You  are,  no  mortals  fuch  perfections  know} 

"  I  may  intrude;  but  how  1  was  convey'd  25 

"  To  this  ftrange  place,  or  by  what  pow'rful  aid^ 

"  I'm  wholly  ignorant  ;  nor  know  I  more, 

"  Or  where  I  am,  or  whom  I  do  adore  : 

;<   Inftru£l  me,  then,,  that  I  no  longer  may 

"  In  darknefs  ferve  the  goddefs  I  obey. 'T 

"  Youth  T'  flie  reply'd,  "  this  place  belongs  to  one 
'*•  By  whom  you'll  be,  and  thoufands-  are  undone. 
"  Thefe  pleafant  walks,  and  all  tnefe  fhady  bow"rs, 
"  Are  in  the  government  of  dang'rcus  pow'rs. 
"  Love's  the  capricious  mafter  of  this  coaft,  55 

'•'  This  fatal  labyrinth,  where  fools  are  loft, 
"•  I  dwell  not  here  amidft  thefe  gaudy  things, 
M  Whole  (hort  enjcjyment  no  true  pkafure  brings, 
'*  Put  have  an  empire  of  a  nobler  kind  ; 
"  Mv  reg^l  feat's  in  the  celeilial  mind,  40- 

'*  Where,  with  a  godlike  and  a  peaceful  hand, 
"  I  rule,  and  make  thole  happy  I  command  ; 
u  For  while  I  govern  all  within's  at  reft  ; 
"  No  rtormy  pafilon  revels  in  my  breaft  : 
**  But  when  my  pow'r  is  defpicable  grown,  45 

"  And  rebel  appetites,  ufurp  the  throne, 
*'  The  ibui  no  longer  quiet  thoughts  enjoys, 
t(  But  all  is  tumult  and  eternal  noife.  [fpis'd  j, 

<c  Know,  Youth  !   I'm  Rcalbn,  which  you've   oft  de- 
u  I  am  that  Reafon  which  you  never  priz'd  j  50 

"  And  tho'  my  argument  fuccefflefs  prove, 
'*  (For  realbn  ieems  impertinence  in  love) 
*c  Yet  I'll  not  fee  my  charge  (for  all  mankind 
"  Are  to  my  guardianfliip  by  Heaven  aflign'd) 
"  Into  the  graip  of  any  ruin  nin  5  5 

**  That  I  can  warn  'em  of,  and  they  may  fhun. 
"  Fly,  youth  1  theie  guilty  mades ;  retreat  in  tifne, 
"  Ere  your  miftake's  converted  to  a  crime  ; 
M  For  ignorance  no  longer  can  atcne 
**  When  once  the  error  and  the  fault  is  known.       60 
R 
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<«  You  thought,  perhaps,  as  giddy  youth  inclines, 

"  Imprudently,  to  value  all  that  mines, 

v"  In  theie  retirements  freely  to  polkls 

"  True  joy,  andftrong  i'ubftantial  happinefs  : 

"  But  here  gay  Folly  keeps  her  court,  and  here,      65 

"  In  crowds,  her  tributary  fops  appear, 

"  Who,  blindly  lavifh  of  their  golden  days, 

"  Confume  them  all  in  her  fallacious  ways. 

"  Pert  Love  with  her,  by  joint  commiflion,  rules 

"  In  this  capacious  realm  of  idle  fools,  70 

"  Who,  by  falfe  arts  and  popular  deceits, 

"  The  carebis,  fond,  unthinking  mortal  cheats. 

11  'Tis  eafy  to  deicend  into  the  ihare, 

"  By  the  pernicious  conduct  of  the  fair  j 

"  But  fafely  to  return  from  this  abode  75 

"  Requires  the  wit,  the  prudence,  of  a  god  j 

"  Tho'  you,  who  have  not  tafted  that  delight, 

"  Which  only  at  a  diilance  charms  your  fight, 

"  May,  with  a  little  toil,  retrieve  your  heart, 

•'  Which  loft,  is  fubjecl:  to  eternal  imart.  80 

*'  Bright  Delia's  beauty,  I  mull  needs  confefs, 

"  Is  truly  great,  nor  would  I  make  it  lei's  ; 

"  That  where  to  wrong  her  where  me  merits  moft  ; 

<(  But  dragons  guard  the  fruit,  and  rocks  thecoaftj 

"  And  who  would  run,  that's  moderately  wife,       85 

*'  A  certain  danger  for  a  doubtful  prize  ? 

"  If  you  mifcarry,  you  are  not  loft  fo  far, 

"  (For  there's  no  erring  twice  in  love  and  war) 

"  You'll  ne'er  recover,  but  muft  always  wear 

**  Thole  chains  you'll  find  it  difficult  to  bear.  90 

({  Delia  has  charms,  I  own  j  fuch  charms  would  move 

<c  Old  Age  and  frozen  Impotence  to  love : 

"  But  do  not  venture  where  liich  danger  lies  ; 

"  Avoid  the  fight  of  thole  victorious  a 

"  Whole  poisonous  rays  do  to  the  ibul  impart          95 

"  Delicious  ruin  and  a  pleafmg  Imart. 

"  You  draw,  infenfibly,  deftruclion  near, 

*'  And  love  the  danger  which  you  ought  to  fear. 

"  If  the  light  pains  you  labour  under  now 

"  Deftroy  your  eafe,  and  make  your  fpirits  bow,     i  co 


LOVE  TRIUMPHANT  OVER  REASON.  15 

C{  You'll  find  'em  much  more  grievous  to  be  borne, 
"  When  heavier  made  by  an  imperious  fcorn  -, 
"  Nor  can  you  hope  me  will  your  pamcn  hear 
"  With  fofter  notions,  or  a  kinder  ear  5 
f<  Than  thole  of  other  fwains,  who  always  found  105 
"  She  rather  widen' d  than  clos'd  up  the  wound. 
"  But  grant  me  mouM  indulge  your  flame,  and  give 
"  Whate'er  you'd  afk,  nay,  all  you  can  receive  : 
'  The  fhort-liv'd  pleaiure  would  fo  quickly  cloy, 
"  Bring  fuch  a  weak  and  luch  a  feeble  joy,  no 

"  You'd  have  but  fmall  encouragement  to  boaft 
The  tinfel  rapture  worth  the  pains  it  coft. 
Confider,  Strephon  !  foberly  of  things, 
What  ftrange  inquietudes  love  always  brings  j 
The  foolifli  fears,  vain  hopes,  and  jealoufies,       115 
Which  ftill  attend  upon  this  fond  dil'eafe  5 
How  you  muft  cringe  and  bow,  fubmit  and  whine, 
Call  ev'ry  feature,  ev'ry  look,  divine  j 
Commend  each  fentence  with  an  humble  fmile  ; 
"  Tho'  nonfenie,  {wear  it  is  a  heav'nly  ftyle  j          1 20 
"  Servilely  rail  at  all  flie  difapproves, 
"  And  as  ignobly  flatter  all  me  loves  j 
"  Renounce  your  very  fenfe,  and  filent  fit 
"  While  me  puts  off  impertinence  for  wit  :  124. 

"  Like  il-tting-dog,  new  whipp'd  for  fpringing  game, 
"  You  muft  be  made,  by  due  correction,  tame. 
<e  But  if  you  can  endure  the  nauieous  rule 
"  Of  women,  do  j  love  on,  and  be  a  fool. 
*'  You  know  the  danger,  your  own  methods  ufe, 
"  The  good  or  evil's  in  your  pow'r  to  choole :       130 
"  But  who'd  cxpe£l  a  (horc  and  dubious  bills 
"  On  the  declining  of  a  precipice, 
"  Where,  if  he  flips,  not  Fate  itfelf  can  fave 
"  The  falling  wretch  from  an  untimely  grave  ?" 

*•'   Thou  great  Dire6\refs  of  cur  minds,"  laid  I,    135 
"  We  fafely  on  your  diclates  may  rely, 
"   And  that  which  you  have  now  fo  kindly  preft 
"  Is  true,  and,  without  contradiction,  belt  j 
"  But  with  a  fteady  fentence  to  control 
"   The  heat  and  vigour  of  a  youthful  foul, 
B  2 
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'**  While  gay  temptations  hover  in  our  fight, 
*'  Aud  daily  bring  new  objecls  of  delight, 
•"  Whkh  onus  with  furpriisng  beauty  fmiie, 
<{  Is  difficult,  but  is  a  noble  toil. 
41  The  beft  may  (lip,  and  the  moll  cautious  fall ;     145 
•"  He's  more  than  mortal  that  ne'er  err'd  at  all 4 
(f  And  tho'  fail-  Delia  has  my  foul  pofleil, 
4t  r\\  chafe  her  bright  idea  from  my  Breait ; 
fc  At  kail  I'll  make  one  eflay  :  if  I  Vail, 
*{  And  Delia's  charra-;  o'er  Reafon  do  prevail,         r$c 
**  I  may  be,  fure,  from  rigid  Kremlins  free  ; 
•**  Love  was  my  foe,  and  Love's  a  deity." 

Then  (he  rejoin'd  ;  "  May  you  fuccefsful  prove 
'"  In  your  attempt  to  curb  imperious  Love  ; 
*'  Then  will  proud  paflion  own  her  rightful  lord  5   155 
*'  You  to  yourfelf,  I  to  my  throne,  rellor'd  ^ 
cc  But  to  confirm  your  courage,  and  infpire 
<f  Your  refolution  with  a  bolder  fire, 
**  Follow  me,  Youth!  I'll  (hew  you  that  fhall  raove 
•**  Your  foul  tocurfe  the  tyranny  of  Love."  i6c 

Then  me  convey 'd  me  to  a  dil'mal  made 
Which  melancholy  yew  and  cyprefs  made, 
Where  I  beheld  an  antiquated  pile 
•Of  rugged  building  in  a  narrow  aifle  ; 
The  water  round  it  gave  a  naufeous  fmell,  165 

Like  vapours  fteeming  from  a  fulph'rous  cell-} 
The  ruin'd  wall,  compos'd  of  ftink.ing  mud, 
O'ergrown  with  hemlock>  on  fupporters  ilood, 
As  did  the  roof,  ungrateful  to  the  view  j 
"*Twas  both  an  hofpital  ami  bedlam  too;  179 

Before  the  cut 'ranee  mould1  ring  bones  were  fpread, 
Some  Skeletons  entire,  Ibme  lately  dead.} 
A  little  rubbifh  loofely  fcatter'd  o'er 
Their  bodies  uninterrM,  lay  round  the  door  i 
:No  funVal  rites  to  any  here  were  paid,  -175 

But  dead,  like  dogs.,  into  the  duft  conveyed. 
From  hence,  by  Heafon's  conduct  I  was  brought, 
Thro'  various  tu.rnings  to  a  fpa-cious  vault, 
Where  T  beheld,  and  'twas  a  mournful  fight, 

Crowds  -of  wretches  all  debaiTM  from  light, 
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But  what  a  few  dim  lamps,  expiring,  had, 
Which  made  the  profpeft  more  amazing  fad  ; 
Some  wept,  fome  rav'd,  fome  mufically  mad  j 
Some  fwearing  loud,  and  others  laughing  ;  fome 
Were  always  talking,  others  always  dumb  :  185 

Here  one,  a  dagger  in  his  breaft,  expires, 
And  quenches  with  his  blood  his  am'rous  fires  : 
There  nangs  a  fecond  ;  and,  not  far  remov'd, 
A  third  lies  poifonM,  who  falfe  Celia  lov'd. 
All  forts  of  madneis,  ev'ry  k  ind  of  death,  1 90 

By  which  unhappy  mortals  lofe  their  breath, 
Were  here  expoVd  before  my  wond'ring  eyes, 
The  fad  eifecls  of  female  treacheries. 
Others  I  faw,  who  were  not  quite  bereft 
Of  fenfe,  tho1  very  fmall  remains  were  left,  195 

Curfing  the  fatal  folly  of  their  youth, 
For  truftingto  perjurious  woman's  truth. 
Thefe  on  the  left — upon  the  right  a  view 
Of  equal  horror,  equal  mis'ry,  too  ; 
Amazing,  all  employed  my  troubled  thought,          2.00 
And  with  new  wonder  new  averfion  brought. 
There  I  beheld  a  wretched  num'rous  throng 
Of  pale,  lean  mortals  :   ibme  lay  ftretch'd  along 
On  beds  of  ftraw,  difconfolate  and  poor  ; 
Others  extended  naked  on  the  floor:  t    '205 

'  Exil'd  from  human  pity  here  they  lie, 
And  know  no  end  of  mis'ry  till  they  die  : 
But  death,  which  comes  in  gay  and  profp'rous  days, 
Too  foon  in  time  of  inifery  delays. 

Thefe  dreadful  fpeclacles  had  fo  much  pow'r,     210 
I  vow'd,  and  folemnly,  to  love  no  more  ; 
For  fure  that  flame  is  kindled  from  below 
Which  breeds  fuch  fad  variety  of  woe. 

Then  we  defcending,  by  fome  few  degrees, 
From  this  ftupendous  fctne  of  miferies,  2 1 5 

Bold  Reaibn  brought  me  to  another  cave, 
Dark  as  the  inmott  chambers  of  the  grave  j 
"  Here,  Youth,'"  (he  cry'd,  "  in  the  acuteft  piin 
•"  Thofe  villains  lie  who  have  their  fathers flain,  -219 


iS  ?OMFRETVS  POEMS, 

f«  StabbM  their  own  brothers,  nay,  their  friends,  t» 
e«  Ambitious,  proud,  revengeful,  miftrefles,       £pkafir 
<«   Who,  after  all  their  i'ervices,  pref'crr'd 
**  Some  njgged  fellow  of  the  brawny  herd 
**  .Before  thole  wretches,  who  tlefpairing,  dwell 
*{  In  agonies  no  human  tongue  can  tell.  225 

*{  Darkneis  prevents  the  too  amazing  fight, 
**  And  you  may  blei'e  the  happy  want  of  light," 
But  ray  tormen ted  ears  were  fill'd  withfighs, 
JExpiring  groans,  and  lamentable  cries, 
So  veiy  lad,  I  could  endure  no  more  j  7. $9 

JMethought  I  felt  the  miieries  they  bore. 

Then  to  my  guide,  laid  I,  "  For  pity,  now 
*c  Conduct  me  back  ;  here  I  confirm  my  vow, 
*'   Which  if'  I  dare  infringe,  be  this  my  fate, 
*:   To  /lie  thuj  wretched,  and  repent  too  late.       23$ 
fc  The  charms  of  beauty  I'll  no  more  purfue^ 
t£  Delia!   farewel,  farewel  for  ever  tor.  P" 

Then  we  returned  to  the  delightful  grove, 
Where  Reaibn  liill  difluacled  me  from  love. 
««  You  lee,"  flic  cry'd,  "  what  miiery  attends       14^ 
**  On  love,  and  where  too  frequently  it  ends  $ 
<l  And  let  not  that  unwieldy  paffion  fway 
*'  Your  Ibul,  which  none  but  whining  fools  obey, 
"  The  maiculine  brave  i'pirit  icorns  to  own 
V(  The  proud  uiurperof  my  facrcd  throne,  24$ 

**  Nor  with  idolatrous  devotion  pays 
*'   To  the  falie  god  or  lacrifice  or  praife, 
<c  The  iyren's  mufic  charms  the  failor's  ear, 
*'  But  he  is  ruin'd  if  he  llops  to  hear  j 
*'  And  if  you  iiften,  Love's  harmonious  voice      25  « 
"  As  much  delight,  as  certainly  deitroys. 
"  Ambrolia  mix'd  with  aconite  may  have 
"  A  pleaiant  tafle,  but  lends  you  to  the  grave  ^ 
*'  For  tho'  the  latent  poiibn  may  be  ftili 
"  A  while,  it  very  feldora  fails  to  kill. 
<(  But  wiio'd  partake  the  food  of  gods  to  die 
"  Within  a  day,  or  live  in  miiery  ? 
"  Who'd  eat  with  emperors,  if  o'er  his  1: 
4<  A  poniard  hung  but  by  a  finale  thread  :* 

*  Tht  feaft  t?  Democles. 
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*'  Love's  banquets  are  extravagantly  iweet,  260 

"  And  either  kill  or  lurftit  all  that  eat, 
*c  Who,  when  the  fated  appetite  is  tir'c!, 
«<  Ev'n  loa:h  the  thoughts  of  what  they  once  admir'd, 
"  You've  promised,  Strephon,  to  forfake  the  charms 
"  Of  Delia,  tho'  me  courts  you  to  her  arms ;         265 
"   And  lure  I  may  your  resolution  truil ; 
"  You'll  never  want  tern.  ;::!-;•.. ii,  but  be  juft. 
t(  Vows  of  this  naiure,  Youth  !  muft  not  be  broke  ; 
You're  always  bound,  tho'  'tis  a  gentle  yoke. 
Would  men  be  wile,  and  my  advice  purfue,        7.70 
Love's  co/iqueiis  would  be  linall,  his  triumphs  few  5 
For  nothing  can  oppoie  his  tyranny 
With  fuch  a  profpecl  of  iucceis  as  I. 
*'  Me  he  detefts,  and  from  my  preience  flies, 
*•'   Who  know  his  arts,  and  ftratagemsdefpiie,        275 
<c  By  which  he  cancels  mighty  WildonVs  rules, 
•*'  To  make  hhnielf  the  deTty'of  fools  : 
"  Him  dully  they  adore,  him  blindly  ferve  5 
<'  Some  while  they're  lots,  and  others  while  they  ftarve ; 
"  For  thofe  who  under  his  wild  condus5l  go,  280 

"  Either  come  coxcombs,  or  he  makes  'em  fo  : 
"  His  charms  deprive,  by  their  ftrange  influence, 
"  The  brave  ol  courage,  and  the  wile  of  fenfe  : 
*'  In  vain  Philofophy  would  let  the  mind 
tf  At  liberty,  if  once  by  him  confin'd  :  285 

"  The  fcholar's  learning  and  the  poet's  wit 
(<  A  while  may  ftruggle,  but  at  lalt  fubmit : 

Well-weigh'd  relults  and  wife  conclufions  feem 
But  empty  chat,  impertinence  to  him  : 
His  opiates  feize  fo  ftrongly  on  the  brain,  290 

They  make  all  piudent  application  vain  : 
If  therefore  you  refolve  to  live  at  eafe, 
To  tafte  the  fweetnefs  of  internal  peace, 
Would  not  for  fafety  to  a  battle  fly, 
Or  chufe  a  fhipwreck  if  afraid  to  die  ;  295 

Far  from  thefe  pleafurable  fhades  remove, 
And  leave  the  fond  inglorious  toil  of  Love." 
This  laid,  me  vanim'd  5  and  methought  I  found 
Mylelf  tranlported  to  a  rifmg  ground, 
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From  whence  I  did  a  pleafant  valefurvey  ;  300 

Large  was  the  profpeft,  beautiful  and  gay  : 

There  I  beheld  the  apartments  of  delight, 

Whote  curious  forms  ohlig'd  the  wond  ring  fight  j 

Some  in,  full  view  upon  the  champaign  plac'd, 

With  lofty  walls  and  cooling  ttreams  embrac'd ;     305 

Others  in  fhady  groves  retir'd  from  noife, 

The  feat  of  private  and  exalted  joys  : 

At  a  great  diltance  I  perceiv'd  there  ftood 

A  (lately  building  in  a  fpacious  wood, 

Whole  gilded  turrets  rais'd  their  beauteous  heads  310 

High  in  the  air,  to  view  the  neighboring  meads, 

W^here  vulgar  lovers  fpend  their  happy  days 

In  ruftic  dancing  and  delightful  plays  : 

But  while  I  gaz'd  with  admiration  round, 

I  heard  from  far  celettial  muiic  Ibund  j  315 

So  fott>  fo  moving,  fo  harmonious,  ail 

The  artful  charmimg  notes  did  rife  and  fail ; 

My  foul,  tranfported  with  the  graceful  airs, 

Shook  off  the  preftures  of  its  former  fears  ; 

I  felt  afrefh  the  little  god  begin  320 

To  ftir  himfelf,  and  gently  move  within  ; 

Then.I  repented  I  had  vow'd  no  more 

To  love,  or  Delia's  beauteous  eyes  adore. 

"  Why  am  I  now  condemn'd  to  banimment, 

"  And  made  an  exile  by  my  own  content  r"  32^ 

I  fighing  cry'd  :  "  Why  mould  I  live  in  pain 

"  Thole  fleeting  hours  which  ne'er  return  again  ? 

"  O  Delia  !  what  can  wretched  Strephondo  ? 

"  Inhuman  to  himfelf,.  and  falie  to  you  ! 

"  'Tis  true,  I've  promis'd  Reaibn  to  remove  330 

"  From  thefe  retreats,  and  quit  bright  Delia's  lo. 

"  But  is  not  Reafon  partially  unkind  ? 

(t  Are  all  her  votaries,  like  me,  connn'd  ? 

"  Mull  none,  that  under  her  dominion  live, 

"  To  love  and  beauty  veneration  give  ?  335 

"  Why  then  did  Nature  youthful  Delia  grace 

*•  With  a  majeftic  mien  and  charming  face  ? 

"  Why  did  me  give  her  that  furprling  air,  , 

"  Make  herfo  gav%  fo  wilt  .  ir. 
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"  Miftrefs  of  all  that  can  affecYion  move,  34.0- 

"  If  Reaibn  will  not  fuifer  us  to  love  ? 
"  But  fmce  it  rauft  be  fo,  I'll  hafte  away  j 
"  'Tis  fatal  to  return,  and  death  to  flay. 
"  From  you,  blefs'd  Shades  !  (If  I  may  call  you  fo 
"  Inculpable)  with  mighty  pain  I  go  ;  345 

"  Compelled  from  hence,  I  leave  my  quiet  here  j 
"  I  m?y  tind  fafety,  but  I  buy  it  dear." 

Then,  turning  round,  I  law  a  beauteous  boy, 
Such  as  of  old  were  meflengers  of  joy  : 
"  Who  art  thou,  or  from  whence  ?  If  fent,"  faid  I, 
"  To  me,  my  hafte  requires  a  quick  reply."  351 

"  I  come,11  he  cry'd,  "  from  yon'  celeftial  grove, 
"  Where  ftands  the  temple  of  the  God  of  Love, 
tl  Whh  whole  important  fa  your  you  are  grac'd, 
*'  And  juftly  in  his  high  protection  placed.  355 

"  Be  grateful,  Strephon,  and  obey  that  god, 
"  Whofe  i'ceptre  ne'er  is  chang'd  into  a  rod  j 
"  That  god,  to  whom  the  haughty  and  the  proud, 
"  The  bold,  the  braveft,  nay,  the  beft,  have  bow'd  ; 
"  That  god,  whom  all  the  lefler  gods  adore,  360 

"  Firil  in  exiftcnce  and  the  firft  in  pow'r : 
*'  From  luiii  I  come,  on  embaffy  divine, 
"  To  tell  thee,  Delia,  Delia  may  be  thine  ; 
"  To  whom  all  beauties  rightful  tribute  pay  j 
"  Delia,  the  young,  the  lovely,  and  the  gay  !  365 

"  If  you  dare  pufh  your  fortune,  if  you  dare 
"  But  bereibiv'd,  and  prel's  ttie  yielding  fair, 
"  Succefs  and  glory  will  your  labours  crown, 
"  For  Fate  does  rarely  on  the  valiant  frown  : 
"  But  were  you  iure  to  be  unkindly  us'd,  370 

**  Coldly  receiv'd,  and  feom fully  refus'd, 
t:  He  greater  glory  and  more  fame  obtains 
"  Who  loies  Delia,  than  who  Phyllis  gains. 
"  But  to  pixvjnt  all  tears  that  may  a  rife, 
"  (Tho'  fears  ne'er  move  the  daring  and  the  wife)  375 
"  In  the  dark  volumes  of  eternal  doom, 
'*  Where  all  things  paft,  and  prefent,  and  to  come, 
u  Are  writ,  I  law  thefe  words — "  It  is  decreed 
"  That  Strephon' s  love  to  Delia  mail  fuccced.1'      7. 
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What  would  you  more  ?  —  While  youth  and  vigour 


Love,  and  be  happy  j  they  decline  too  faft 

In  youth  alone  you're  capable  to  prove 

The  mighty  traniports  of  a  gen'rous  love  ; 

For  dull  Old  Age  with  fumbling  labour  cloys 

Before  the  biifs,  or  give  but  wither 'd  joys. 

Youth's  the  beft  time  for  a5Hon  mortals  have  ; 

That  paft,  they  touch  the  confines  of  the  grave. 

Now,  if  you  hope  to  lie  in  Delia's  arms, 

To  die  in  raptures,  or  diflblve  in  charms, 

Quick  to  the  blilsful  happy  manlionfly, 

Where  all  is  one  continu'd  ecftafy  ; 

Delia  impatiently  expefts  you  there, 

And  fure  you  will  not  difappoint  the  fair : 

None  but  the  impudent  or  old  would  ftay 

When  love  invites,  and  beauty  calls  away." 

Oh  !  you  convey,"  faid  I,  "  dear  charming  Boy ! 

Into  my  foul  a  ftrange  diibrder'd  joy. 

J  would,  but  dare  not,  your  advife  purfue, 

I've  promis'd  Reafbn,  and  I  muft  be  true  : 

Reafon's  the  rightful  emprefs  of  the  foul, 

Does  all  exorbitant  defires  control, 

Checks  ev'i  y  wild  excurlion  of  the  mind, 

By  her  wife  dictates  happily  confin'd  ; 

And  he  that  will  not  her  commands  obey, 

Leaves  a  fafe  convoy  in  a  dang'rous  fea. 

True,  I  love  Delia  to  a  vail  exceis, 

But  I  muft  try  to  make  my  paffion  lefs  j 

Try  if  I  can  ;   if  pofiible  I  will ; 

For  I  have  vow'd,  and  muft  that  vow  fulfil. 

Oh  !  had  I  not,  with  what  a  vigorous  flight 

Could  I  purliie  the  quarries  of  delight ! 

How  could  I  prefs  fair  Delia  in  theie  arms, 

Till  I  uiflblv'd  in  love,  and  me  in  channs  ! 

But  now  no  moi-e  muft  I  her  beauties  view, 

Yet  tremble  at  the  thoughts  to  leave  her  too. 

What  would  I  give  I  might  my  flame  allow, 

But  'tis  forbid  by  Reaibn  and  a  vow, 

Two  mighty  obftacles  ;  tho'  love  of  old 

Has  broke  tofti*  greater,  ftronger  pow'rs  controlled. 
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te  Should  I  offend,  by  high  example  taught,  420 

"  'Xwould  not  be  an  inexpiable  fault : 
"  The  crimes  of  malice  have  found  grace  above, 
"  And  fure  kind  Heaven  will  fpare  the  crimes  of  love. 
*'  Couldft  thou,  my  artgel !  but  inftrucl;  me  how 
"  I  might  be  happy,  and  not  break  my  vow,  425 

"  Or  by  fome  fubtle  art  diffolve  the  chain, 
"  You'd  ibcn  revive  my  dying  hopes  ?gain. 
"  Reafon  and  Love,  I  know,  coold  ne'er  agree  ; 
«'  Both  would  command,  and  both  fuperior  be, 
**  Reafcn's  fupported  by  the  lin'wy  force  4  30 

tc  Of  folid  argument  and  wile  diicourfe  ; 
"  But  Love  pretends  to  ufe  no  other  arms 
"  Than  foft  impreflions  and  pedualive  charms: 
et  One  mu ft  be  difobey'd  ;  and  ihall  I  prove 
"  A  rebel  to  my  reafbn,  or  to  love  ?  435 

"  But  then,  fuppofe  I  mould  my  flame  purfue, 
"  Delia  may  be  unkind  and  faithlefs  too, 
"  Reje£l  my  pafllon  with  a  proud  difdain, 
"  And  fcorn  the  love  of  fuch  an  humble  fwain  : 
*'  Then  mould  I  labour  under  mighty  grief,  440 

?'  Beyond  all  hopes  or  profpecl:  of  reliet ; 
«c  So  that,  methinks,  'tis  later  to  obey 
"  Right  Reafon,  though  me  bears  a  rugged  fway, 
"  Than  Love's  loft  rule,  whole  iubje61s  undergo, 
"  Early  or  late,  too  fad  a  mare  of  woe.  445 

{t  Can  I  fo  loon  forget  that  wretched  crew 
"  Reafon  juft  now  expos'd  before  my  view  ? 
"  If  Delia  mould  be  cruel,  J  mull  be 
"  A  fad  partaker  of  their  milery. 

<{  But  your  encouragements  Ib  itrongly  move,          450 
ff  I'm  almoft  tempted  to  purfue  my  love  5 
"  For  lure  no  treacherous  deligns  (hould  dwell 
"  Tn  one  that  argues  and  perfuades  fo  well ; 
**  For  what  could  Love  by  my  dellruftion  gain  ? 
"  Love's  an  immortal  gc>i,  and  I  a  fwain  j  4;  5 

"  And  fure  I  may,  without  iulpicion,  trnft 
A  god,  for  gods  can  never  be  unjuft." 
*'  Right  you  conclude,"  reply'd  the  fmiling  boy, 
Love  ruins  none  ^  'tis  men  themfelves  dellroy  j 
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*'  And  thofe  viie  wretches  which  you  lately  faw,      460 
"  Tranfgrefs'd  his  rules  as  well  as  Reafon's  law  : 
"  They're  not  Love's  fubjecls,  b.ut  the  flaves  of  Luft  ; 
'*  Nor  is  their  punifhment  fo  great  as  juft : 
<(  For  Love  and  Luft  efTentially  divide, 
"  Like  day  and  night,  humility  and  pride  :  465 

"  One  darkn^fs  hides,  t'other  does  always  fhine  j 
"  This  of  infernal  make,  and  that  divine. 
"  Reafon,  no  gen'rous  paflion  does  oppofe  j 
"  'Tis  Luft  (not  Love)  and  Reafon  that  are  foes  :     • 
"  She  bids  you  i'corn  a  bale  inglorious  flame,  470 

11  Black  as  the  gloomy  made  from  whence  it  came  : 
"  In  this  her  precepts  mould  obedience  find, 
"  But  your's  is  net  of  that  ignoble  kind. 
"  You  err  in  thinking  fhe  would  difapprove 
f  The  brave  purfuit  of  honourable  love,  475 

'  And  therefore  judge  what's  -harmlefs  an  offence, 
'  Invert  her  meaning,  and  miftake  her  fenie. 
'  She  could  not  f'uch  infipid  counfel  give 
As  not  to  love  at  all ;  'tis  not  to  live  ; 
1  But  where  bright  virtue  and  true  beauty  lies,       480 
'  As  in  fair  Delia,  charming  Delia's  eyes  ! 

Could  you,  contented,  fee  th'  angelic  maid 
"  In  old  Alexis'  dull  embraces  laid  ? 
"  Or  rough-hewn  Tityrus  poflefs  thofe  charms 
"  Which  are  in  heaven,  the  heaven  of  Delia's  arms  ? 
"  Confider  Youth  !  what  tranfport  you  forego',       486 
"  The  moft  entire  felicity  below, 
"  Which  is  by  Fate  alone  referv'd  for  yoxi ; 
"  Monarchs  have  been  deny'd,  for  monarchs  fue. 
"  I  own  'tis  difficult  to  gain  the  prize,  490 

"  Or  'twould  be  cheap  and  low  in  noble  eyes  ; 
"  But  there  is  one  foft  minute,  when  the  mind 
"  Is  left  unguarded,  waiting  to  be  kind, 
"  Which  the  wife  lover  understanding  right, 
"  Steals  in  like  day  upon  the  wings  of  light.  49  5 

'*  You  urge  your  vow  j  but  can  thofe  vows  prevail 
"  Whole  firft  foundation  and  whofe  reafon  fail  ? 
"  Youvow'dto  leave  fair  Delia,  but  you  thought 
"  Your  paflion  was  a  crime,  your  flame  a  fault : 
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"  But  fmce  your  judgment  err'd,  it  has  no  force       500 

"  To  bind  at  all,  but  is  diffolv'd  of  courie  j 

"  And  therefore  hefitate  no  longer  here, 

"  But  banifh  all  the  dull  remains  of  fear. 

"  Dare  you  be  happy  Youth  !   but  dare,  and  be  ; 

"  I'll  be  your  convoy  to  the  charming  me.  co5 

"  What!  ftill  irrefolute  ?  debating  ftill  ? 

"  View  her,  and  then  forfake  her  if  you  will." 
"  I'll  go,"  faid  I ;  "  once  more  I'll  venture  all  j 

"  'Tis  brave  to  perifh  by  a  noble  fall. 

"  Beauty  no  mortal  can  refill,  and  Jove  510 

"  Laid  by  his  grandeur  to  indulge  his  love. 

"  Reafon  !  If  I  do  err,  my  crime  forgive  j 

"  Angels  alone  without  offending  live. 

"  I  go  aftray  but  as  the  wife  have  done, 

"  And  aft  a  folly  which  they  did  not  Ihun."  5 1  5 

Then  we,  defcending  to  a  fpncious  plain, 

Were  foon  faluted  by  a  num'rous  train 

Of  happy  lovers,  who  confum'd  their  hours 

With  contlant  jollity  in  fhady  bow'rs. 

There  I  beheld  the  bleis'd  variety  520 

Of  joy,  from  all  corroding  troubles  free: 

Each  follow'd  his  own  fancy  to  delight  ; 

Tho'  all  went  different  ways,  yet  all  went  right. 

None  errM,  or  milVd  the  happinefs  he  fought  j 

Love  to  one  centre  ev'ry  twining  brought.  515 

We  prfs'd  thro'  num'rous  plealant  fields  and  glades, 

By  murm'ring  fountains  and  by  peaceful  iliades, 

Till  we  approach'd  the  confines  of  the  wood, 

Where,  mighty  Love's  immortal  temple  flood. 

Round  the  celeftial  fane,  in  goodly  rows,  530 

And  beauteous  order,  am'rous  myrtle  grows, 

Beneath  whole  (hade  expecting  lovers  wait 

For  the  kind  minute  of  indulgent  Fate  : 

Each  had  his  guardian  Cupid,  whole  .chief  care, 

By  fecret  motions,  was  to  warm  the  fair  j  535 

To  kindle  eager  longings  for  the  joy  $ 

To  move  the  flow,  and  to  incline  the  coy. 

The  glorious  fabric  charm'd  my  wond'ring  fight, 
Of  vaft  extent  and  of  prodigious  height : 
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The  cafe  was  marble,  but  the  poliftfd  ftone  54.0 

With  fuch  an  admirable  luftre  fhone, 
As  if  fome  architect  divine  had  ftrove 
T'  outdo  the  palace  of  imperial  Jove. 
The  ponderous  gates  of  mafly  gold  were  made, 
With  di'monds  of  a  mighty  fize  inlaid  :  545 

Here  flood  the  winged  guards,  in  order  plac'd, 
With  mining  darts  and  golden  quivers  grac'd  : 
As  we  approached*  they  clapp'd  their  joyful  wings, 
And  cry'd  aloud,  "  Tune,  tune  your  warbling  firings  j 
"  The  grateful  youth  is  come  to  facrifice  550 

"  At  Delia's  altar  to  bright  Delia's  eyes  : 
"  With  harmony  divine  his  foul  infpire, 
"  That  he  may  boldly  touch  the  facred  fire  : 
"  And  ye  that  wait  upon  the  bluming  fair, 
"  Celeflial  incenfe  and  perfumes  prepare,  555 

"  While  our  great  god  her  panting  bofom  warms, 
"  Refines  her  beauties,  arid  improves  her  charms." 

Entering  the  fpacious  dome,  my  ravifh'd  eyes 
A  wond'rous  fcene  of  glory  did  furprife  ; 
The  riches,  fymmetry,  and  brightnefs,  all  560 

Did  equally  for  admiration  call  ; 
But  the  description  is  a  labour  fit 
For  none  beneath  a  laureat  angel's  wit. 

Amidft  the  temple  was  an  altar  made 
Of  folid  gold,  where  adoration's  paid  :  565 

Here  I  perform'd  the  ufual  rites  with  fear, 
Not  daring  boldly  to  approach  too  near, 
Till  from  the  god  a  fmiling  Cupid  came, 
And  bid  me  touch  the  conlecrated  flame  j 
Which  done,  my  guide  my  eager  fteps  convey'd,     570 
To  the  apartment  of  the  beauteous  maid. 

Before  the  entrance  was  her  altar  raisM, 
On  pedeftals  of  poliftVd  marble  plac'd  ; 
By  it  her  guardian  Cupid  always  (lands, 
V/ho  troops  of  miffionary  Loves  commands  :  575 

To  him,  with  fort  addrefTes  all  repair  j 
Each  for  his  captive  humbly  begs  the  fair, 
Tho'  ftill  in  vain  they  importuned  5  for  he 
Would  give  encouragement  to  none  but  me.  57 


i  couck  of  B*"(r  blown  rofes  laid. 

ritfc  Faje  f?.  Tint  5^7 . 


LOVE    TRIUMPHANT   OVER    REASON.         27 
There  ftands  the  youth,"  he  cry'd,  "  muft  take  the 
The  lovely  Delia  can  be  none  but  his  :  [bills, 

Fate  has  ielefled  him  j  and  mighty  Love 
Confirms  below,  what  that  decrees  above. 
Then  prefs  no  more  j   there's  not  another  fwain 
On  earth,  but  Strcphun,  can  bright  Delia  gain.     585 
Kneel,  Youth  !  and  with  a  grateful  mind  renew 
Your  vows  ;  fwear  you'll  eternally  be  true  : 
But  if  you  dare  be  falie,  dare  perjur'd  prove, 
You'll  find,  in  lure  revenge,  affronted  Love 
As  hot,  as  fierce,  as  terrible  as  Jove."  590 

Hear  me,  ye  Gods  !"  laid  I,  "  now  hear  me  fwear, 
By  all  that's  facred,  and  by  all  that's  fair  ! 
If  I  prove  falie  to  Delia,  let  me  fall 
The  common  obloquy,  condemn'd  by  all  j 
Let  me  the  utmoft  of  your  vengeance  try,  595 

Fcrc'd  to  live  wretched,  and  unpity'd  die." 
Then  he  expos'd  the  lovely  fleeping  maid, 
Upon  a  couch  of  new-blown  roles  laid  : 
The  blufhing  colour  in  her  cheeks  expreft 
Wha,t  tender  thoughts  inlpir'd  her  heaving  breaft.  600 
Sometimes  a  figh,  half  fmother'd,  ftole  away,       [lay : 
Then  me  would   "  Shrephon,  charming  Strephon !" 
Sometimes  die,  milling,  cry'd,  "  You  love,  'tis  truej 
"  But  will  you  always,  and  be  faithful  too  ?" 
Ten  thouiand  graces  play'd  about  her  face,  605 

Ten  thoufand  charms  attended  ev'ry  grace  : 
Each  admirable  feature  did  impart 
A  lecret  rapture  to  my  throbbing  heart. 
The  nymph  *  imprifon'd  in  the  Brazen  Tow'r, 
When  Jove  defcended  in  a  golden  fhow'r,  610 

Lefs  beautiful  apptar'd,  and  yet  hu 
Brought  down  that  god  irom  the  negleclcd  Ikies. 
So  moving,  fo  tranlporting,  was  the  light, 
So  much  a  goddels  Delia  feem'd,  fo  bright, 
My  ravilh'd  foul,  with  fecret  wonder  fraught,         615 
Lay  all  diflblv'd  in  ecllai'y  of  thought. 

Long  time  I  gaz'd  j  but  as  I,  trembling,  drew 
Nearer,  to  take  a  more  obliging  view, 

*  Danae. 
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It  thunder'd  loud,  and  the  ungrateful  nolle 
Wak'd  me,  and  put  an  end  to  all  my  joys.  620 

THE  FORTUNATE  COMPLAINT. 

S  Strephon,  in  a  wither'd  cyprefs  (hade, 
For  anxious  thought  and  fighing  lovers  made, 
Revolving  lay  upon  his  wretched  itate, 
And  the  hard  ulage  of  too  partial  Fate,  \ 

Thus  the  lad  youth  complain'd  :   "  Once  happy  fwain, 
"  Now  the  molt  abje£l  fliephcrd  of  the  plain  !  6 

"  Where's  that  harmonious  concert  of  delights, 
"  Thole  peaceful  days  and  pleafurable  nights, 
"  That  gen'rous  mirth  and  noble  jollity, 
tf  Which  gaily  made  the  dancing  minutes  fly  ?         10 
"  DifpeiVd,  and  banifh'd  from  my  troubled  breaft, 
t(  Nor  leave  me  one  ftiort  interval  of  reft. 

"  Why  do  I  profecute  a  hopelei's  flame, 
"  And  play  in  torment  luch  a  lofmg  game  ? 
"  All  things  confpire  to  make  my  ruin  fure  ;  1 5 

"  When  wounds  are  mortal  they  admit  no  cure : 
tl  But  Heav'n  fometimes  does  a  mirac'lous  thing, 
"  When  our  laft  hope  is  juft  upon  the  wing, 
"  And  in  a  moment  drives  thole  clouds  away 
"  Whole  fullen  darknefs  hid  a  glorious  day.  20 

"  Why  was  I  born  ?  or  why  do  I  furvive  ? 
"  To  be  made  wretched  only  kept  alive  ? 
"  Fate  is  too  cruel  in  the  harfh  decree, 
"  That  I  muft  live,  yet  live  in  mifery. 
"  Are  all  its  pieafing  happy  moments  gone  ?  25 

"  Muft  Strephon  be  unfortunate  alone  ? 
"  On  other  1'wains  it  lavifhly  beftows  ; 
"  On  them  each  nymph  neglefted  favour  throws ; 
*'  They  meet  compliance  (fill  in  ev'ry  face, 
*'  And  lod^e  their  paffions  in  a  kind  embrace,  30 

"  Obtaining  from  the  foft  incurious  maid, 
*f  True  love  for  counterfeit,  and  gold  for  Lad. 
"  Succefs  on  Maevius  always  does  attend  ; 
"  Inconftant  Fortune  is  his  coniiant  friend; 
"  He  levels  blindly,  yet  the  mark  noes  hit,  35 

"  And  owes  the  victory  to  chance,  not  wit : 
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"  But  let  him  conquer  ere  one  blow  be  ftruck  j 
"  I'd  not  be  Maevius  to  have  Maevius'  luck  : 
"  Proud  of  my  fete,  I  would  not  change  my  chains 
'  For  all  the  trophies  purring  Masvius  gains,  40 

'  But  rather  ftill  live  Delia's  flave,  than  be 
'  Like  Maevius  filly,  and  like  Maevius  free. 
'  But  he  is  happy,  loves  the  common  road, 
1  And  pack-horie  like,  jogs  on  beneath  his  load  : 
'  If  Phillis  peevifh  or  unkind  does  prove,  45 

'  It  ne'er  difturbs  his  grave  mechanic  love. 
1  A  little  joy  his  languid  flame  contents, 
'  And  makes  him  eaiy  under  all  events  : 
'  But  when  apaflion's  noble  and  fublime, 
'  And  higher  fiill  would  ev'ry  moment  climb,          50 
1  If  'tis  accepted  with  a  juft  return, 
'  The  fire's  immor,tal,  will  for  ever  burn, 
*  And  with  luch  raptures  fills  the  lover's  breaft, 
"  That  faints  in.Paradiie  are  fcarce  more  bleft. 

"  But  I  lament  my  miferies  in  vain,  55 

"  For  Delia  hears  me  pitilefs  complain. 
"  Suppofe  file  pities,  and  believes  me  true, 
"  What  fatisfaclion  can  from  thence  accrue, 
"  Unlefs  her  pity  makes  her  love  me  too  ? 
"  Perhaps  fhe  loves,  ('tis  but  perhaps,  I  fear,  60 

"  For  that's  a  bleffmg  can't  be  bought  too  dear) 
"  If  fhe  has  fcruples  that  oppofe  her  will, 
"  I  muft,  alas  !  be  miierable  ftill ; 
"  Though,  if  fhe  loves,  thofe  fcruples  foon  will  fly 
"  Before  the  reas'ning  of  the  deity  ;  6  5 

"  For  where  Love  enters  he  will  rule  alone, 
"  And  i'uffer  no  co-partner  in  his  throne  j 
"  And  thofe  falfe  arguments  that  would  repel 
"  His  high  injunctions,  tea.ch  us  to  rebel. 

"  What  method  can  poor  Strephon  then  propound 
"  To  cure  the  bleeding  of  his  fatal  wound,  7 1 

"  If  fhe  who  guided  the  vexatious  dart 
"  Refolves  to  cherifh  and  increafe  the  fmart  ? 
"  Go,  youth,  from  theie  unhappy  plains  remove, 
**  *Leave  the  purfuit  of  unfuccefsful  love  j  7  > 

Cj 
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({  Go,  and  to  foreign  iwains  thy  griefs  relate  : 
"   Tell  'em  the  cruelty  of  frowning  Fate  j 
"  Tell  'em  the  noble  charms  of  Delia's  mind  ; 
"  Tell  'era  how  fair,  but  Jell  'em  how  unkind  ; 
"  And  whtn  few  years  thou  haft  in  ibrrow  fpent,    80 
"   (For  lure  they  cannot  be  of  large  extent) 
"  In  pray'rs  for  her  thou  lov'lt  refign  thy  breath, 
"  Andbleis  the  minute  gives  thee  eafeand  death." 

Here  paus'd  the  fwain — when  Delia,  driving  by 
Ker  bleating  flock  to  fome  frefh  pafture  nigh.  85 

By  love  directed,  did  her  fteps  convey 
\Vhere  Strephon,  wrappvd  in  filent  ibrrow  lay. 
As  foon  as  lie  perceiv'd  the  beauteous  maid, 
He  rofe  to  meet  her,  and  thus,  trembling,  laid  : 

"  When  humble  fuppliants  would  the  gods  appeaie, 
"  And  in  fevere  afflictions  beg  for  eafe,  9 1 

<k   With  conftant  importunity  they  fue, 
"  And  their  petitions  ev'ry  day  renew. 
"  Grow  ftill  more  earneil  as  they  arc  deny'd, 
<£  Nor  one  well- weigh'd  expedient  leave  untry'd,      95 
"  Till  Heav'n  thofe  bleffings  they  enjoy 'd  before 
"  Not  only  does  return,  but  gives  'em  more. 

"  O  !  do  not  blame  me,  Delia,  if  I  prel's 
"  So  much,  and  with  impatience,  for  redrefs  : 
"  My  pond'rous  griefs  no  eafe  my  foul  allow,         100 
"  For  they  are  next  t'  intolerable  now : 
"  How  (hall  I  then  fupport^em  when  they  grow 
*'  To  an  excels,  to  a  diftrafting  woe  ? 
"  Since  you're  endow'd  with  a  celeftial  mind, 
"  Relieve  like  Heav'n,  and,  like  the  gods,  be  kind, 
'•'  Did  you  perceive  the  torments  I  endure,  106 

"  Which  you  firft  caus'd,  and  you  alone  can  cure, 
"  They  would  your  virgin  ibul  to  pity  move, 
ff  And  pity  may  at  laft  be  chang'd  to  love. 
"  Some  iwains,  I  own,  impoie  upon  the  fair,         Ho 
"  And  lead  th'  incautious  maid  into  a  fnare  j 
"  But  let  them  fufFer  for  their  perjury, 
"  And  do  not  punifli  others  crimes  in  me. 
"  If  there's  ib  many  of  our  lex  untrue, 
"  Your's  Ihould  more  kindly  ufe  the  faithful  few  ; 
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:   Tho'  innocence  too  cit  incurs  the  fate 
Of  oruilt,  and  clears  itfelf  ibmetimes  too  late. 
"   Your  nature  is  to  tendernefs  inclined  ; 
And  why  to  me,  to  me  alone,  unkind  ? 
A  common  love,  by  other  peribns  fliown,  120 

Meets  with  a  full  return,   but  mine  has  none  ; 
Nay,  icarce  beiiev'd,   tho'  from  deceit  as  free 
As  angels'  flames  can  for  archangels  be. 
A  paflion  feign'd  at  no  repulie  is  griev'd, 
And  values  little  if  it  ben't  received  ;  125 

But  love  fincere  re&nts  the  imalleft  fcorn, 
And  the  unkindnels  does  in  fecret  mourn. 
"  Sometimes  I  pleafe  myfelf,  and  think  you  are 
Too  good  to  make  me  wretched  by  defpair ; 
That  tendernels  which  in  your  foul  is  plac'd,     130 
Will  move  you  to  compaffion  iiire  at  laft : 
But  when  I  come  to  take  a  fecond  view 
Of  my  own  merits,  I  delpond  of  you  ; 
For  what  can  Delia,  beauteous  Delia  !  fee 
To  raiie  in  her  the  leaft  efteem  for  me  ?       °        135 
I've  nought  that  can  encourage  my  addrefs  ; 
My  Fortune's  little,  and  my  worth  is  lefs  : 
But  if  a  love  of  the  fublimeit  kind 
Can  make  impreffion  on  a  generous  mind, 
If  all  has  real  value  that's  divine,  140 

There  cannot  be  a  nobler  flame  than  mine. 
"  Perhaps  you  pity  me  ;  I  know  you  muft, 
And  my  afFeclion  can  no  more  difhull : 
But  what,  alas  !   will  haplefs  pity  do  ? 
You  pity,  but  you  may  defpife  me  too.  145 

Still  I  am  wretched  if  no  more  you  give  } 
The  ftarving  orphan  can't  on  pity  live  ; 
He  mull  receive  the  food  for  which  he  cries, 
Or  he  conliimes,  and,  tho'  much  pity'd,  dies. 
"  My  torments  ftill  do  with  my  paiTions  grow ,     1 50 
The  more  I  love,  the  more  I  undergo  : 
But  fufFer  me  no  longer  to  remain 
Beneath  the  preflure  of  fo  vaft  a  pain  : 
My  wound  requires  fome  ipeedy  remedy  j 
Delays  are  fatal  when  deipair  is  nigh.  1 5-' 
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<f  Much  I've  endur'd,  much  more  than  I  can  tell  j 

"  Too  much,  indeed,  for  one  that  loves  fo  well. 

"  When  will  the  end  of  all  my  forrows  be  ? 

"  Can  you  not  love  ?  I'm  lure  you  pity  me: 

"  But  if  I  muft  new  miferies  fuftain,  160 

<{  And  be  condemned  to  more  and  ftronger  pain, 

"  I'll  not  accufe  you  fmce  my  fate  is  fuch  ; 

"  I  pleafe  too  little,  and  I  love  too  much." 

"  Strephon,  no  more,1'  the  blufhing  Delia  faid  j 
"  Excufe  the  conduct  of  a  tim'rous  maid  :  '65 

<c  Now  I'm  convinc'd  your  love's  fublime  and  true, 
"  Such  as  I  always  wim'd  to  find  in  you  : 
"  Each  kind  expreflionj  ev'ry  tender  thought, 
"  A  mighty  tranfpoit  in  my  bofom  wrought  j 
"  And  tho'  in  fecret  I  your  flame  approv'd,  170 

"  I  figh'd  and  griev'd,  but  durit  not  own  I  lov'd  i 
**  Tho'  now — O  Strephon  !  be  fo  kind  to  guefs 
"  What  mame  will  not  allow  me  to  confels." 

The  youth,  encompafs'd  with  a  joy  fo  bright, 
Had  hamily  ftrength  to  bear  the  vaft  delight :  175 

By  too  iiihiime  an  ectlafy  pofleft, 
He  trembl'd,  gaz'd,  and  claip'd  her  to  his  breaft  j 
Ador'd  the  nymph  that  did  his  pain  remove, 
Vow'd  endlei's  truth  and  everlafting  love.  179 

A  PASTORAL  ESSAY 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  QUEEN  MARY. 

AS  gentle  Strephon  to  his  fold  convey'd 
A  wand'ring  lamb,  which  from  the  flocks  had 
Beneath  a  mournful  cyprefs  made  he  found       [ftray'd 
Cofmelia  weeping  on  the  dewy  ground  : 
Amaz'd,  with  eager  harte  he  ran  to  know  5 

The  fatal  caule  of  her  intemp'rate  woe, 
And  clafping  her  to  his  impatient  breaft, 
In  thefe  {oft  words  his  tender  care  expreft : 

STREPH.  Why  mourns  my  dear  Cofmelia?  why  ap- 
My  life,  my  ibul,  diflblv'd  in  briny  tears  ?  [pears 

Has  Come  fierce  tiger  thy  lov'd  heifer  (lain,  n 

While  I  was  wand'ring  on  the  neighb'ring  plain  ? 
Or  has  fome  greedy  wolf  devour'd  thy  fheep  ? 
What  lad  misfortune  makes  Cofmelia  weep  ? 
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Speak,  that  I  may  prevent  thy  griefs  increafe,         15 
Partake  thy  ibrrows,  or  reftore  thy  peace. 

Cos.  Do  you  not  hear  from  far  that  mourful  bell  ? 
"Tis  for — I  cannot  the  fad  tidings  tell. 
Oh  !  whither  are  thy  fainting  fpirits  fled  ! 
'Tis  for  Celeftia — Strephon,  oh  ! — fhe's  dead  !  20 

The  brigheft  nymph,  the  princefs  of  the  plain, 
By  an  untimely  dart  untimely  flain  ! 

STREPH.  Dead  !  'tis  impoffible  !  me  cannot  die  ! 
She's  too  divine,  too  much  a  deity  : 
'Tis  a  falfe  rumour  fome  ill  -{wains  have  fpread         25 
Who  wim,  perhaps,  the  good  Celeltia  dead. 

Cos.  Ah  !  no  ;  the  truth  in  ev'ry  face  appears, 
For  ev'ry  face  you  meet's  o'erflow'd  with  tears. 
Trembling  and  pale  Lran  thro'  all  the  plain, 
From  flock  to  flock,  and  afk'd  of  ev'ry  i'wain,  30 

But  each,  fcarce  lifting  his  dejefted  head, 
Cry'd,  "  Oh  !  Cofmelia  ;  oh !  Celeftia's  dead.'  ^ 

STREPH.   Something  was  meant  by  that  ill  bodin^ 
Of  the  prophetic  raven  from  the  oak,  [croak 

Which  (Iraight  by  lightning  was  in  fhivers  broke  j   35 
But  we  our  miichief  feel  before  we  fee, 
Seiz'd  and  o'erwhelm'd  at  once  with  miieiy. 

Cos.  Since  then  we  have  no  trophies  to  bellow, 
No  pompous  thing ;  to  make  a  glorious  mow, 
(For  all  the  tribute  a  poor  {'wain  can  bring,  40 

In  rural  number;  is  to  mourn  and  Ting) 
Let  us  beneath  the  gloomy  made  reheo.de 
Celeftia's  facred  name' in  no  lefj  ihcrec!  verfe. 

STREPK.  Celeitia  dead  !  ;hen  'tis  in  vain  to  live  ; 
What's  all  the  comfort  that  the  plains  can  <j;iv?,       45 
Since  ihe,  by  whole  bright  influence  alone 
Our  flocks  increased,  y\\'- 

Since  (he,  who  round  luch  beams  of  goodiiii's  fpread 
As  gave  new  iite  to  ev'rv  iwain,  \'i  dead  ? 

Cos.  in  vain  we  wim  "for  the  deli.  ^  ;    57 

What  joys  can  fl-nvVy  M:iv  or  April  I 
When  Ihe,  for  whom  the  ipacious  plains  were  fpread 
With  early  flow'rs  and  cheerful  greens,  is  dead? 
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In  vain  did  courtly  Damon  warm  the  earth, 
To  give  to  fummer  fruits  a  winter  birth ;  55 

In  vain  we  autumn  wait,  which  crowns  the  fields 
With  wealthy  crops,  and  various  plenty  yields  j 
Since  that  fair  nymph,  for  whom  the  boundleis  ilorc 
Of  Nature  has  preJerv'd,  is  now  no  more. 

STREPH.  Farewel  for  ever  then  to  all  that's  gay }    60 
You  will  forget  to  ling  and  I  to  play  : 
No  more  with  cheerful  longs,  in  cooling  bow'rs, 
Shall  we  confume  the  plealurable  hours  : 
All  joys  are  banim'd,  all  delights  are  fled, 
Ne'er  to  return,  now  fair  Celeftia's  dead  !  65 

Cos.  If  e'er  I  fing,  they  mail  be  mournful  lays 
Of  great  Celeftia's  name,  Celeftia's  praife  j 
How  good  file  was,  hoy/  generous,  how  wife ! 
How  beautiful  her  fhape,  how  bright  her  eyes, ! 
How  charming  all !  how  much  me  was  ador'd  70 

Alive  ; — when  dead,  how  much  her  lofs  deplor'd  1 
A  noble  theme,  and  able  to  infpire 
The  humbleft  Mule  with  the  fublimeft  fire. 
And  fmce  we  do  of  fuch  a  princefs  fing, 
Let  ours  aicend  upon  a  ftronger  wing,  75 

And  while  we  do  the  lofty  numbers  join, 
Her  name  will  make  the  harmony  divine. 
Raife,  then,  thy  tuneful  voice,  and  be  the  long 
Sweet  as  her  temper,  as  her  virtue  ftrong.  79 

STREPH.  When  her  great  Lord  to  foreign  wars  was 
And  left  Celeftia  here  to  rule  alone,  [gone, 

W^th  how  ierene  a  brow,  how  void  of  fear, 
When  ftorms  arofe,  did  ilie  the  veiTel  fteer! 
And  when  the  raging  of  the  waves  did  ceaie, 
How  gentle  was  her  fway  in  times  of  peace  !  85 

Juftice  and  Mercy  did  their  beams  unite, 
And  round  her  temples  IpreaJ  a  glorious  light  : 
So  quick  (ht  eas'd  the  wrongs  of  ev'ry  i'wain, 
She  hardly  gave  them  leifure  to  complain: 
Impatient  to  reward,  but  flow  to  draw 
Th'  avenging  fword  of  neceflary  law  ;  90 

Like  Heav'n,  flie  took  no  pleaiure  to  deftroy  j 
With  grief  me  punifh'd,  and  me  fav'd  with  joy. 


A  PASTORAL    ESSAY,    &c.  35 

Cos.  When  godlike  Belliger,  from  wars  alarms, 
Returned  in  triumph  to  Celeitia's  arms,  j$ 

She  met  her  hero  with  a  full  defire, 
But  chaite  as  light,  and  vigorous  as  fire  : 
Such  mutual  flames,  fo  equally  divine. 
Did  in  each  breaft  with  fuch  a  luftre  mine, 
His  could  not  feem  the  greater;  hers  the  lei's  j  ico 

Both  were  immenfe,  for  both  were  in  excefs. 

STREPH.  Oh!  godlike  princefs!  oh!  thrice  happy 
While  me  prefuied  o'er  the  fruitful  plains  !       [fwains  ! 
While  me,  for  ever  ravifli'd  from  our  eyes, 
To  mingle  with  her  kindred  of  the  flcies  105 

Did  for  your  peace  her  conftant  thoughts  employ, 
The  nymphs  good  angel  and  the  mepherds  joy ! 

Cos.  All  that  was  noble  beautified  her  mind  j 
There  Wifdom  fat,  with  folid  Reafou  join'd  j 
There,  too,  did  Piety  and  Greatnefs  wait,  no 

Meeknefs  on  Grandeur,  Modefty  on  State  : 
Humble  amidft  the  fplendours  of  a  throne, 
PlacM  above  all,  and  yet  defpifmg  none  j 
And  A'hen  a  crown  was  forc'd  on  her  by  Fate, 
She  with  fome  pain  fubmitted  to  be  great.  115 

STREPH.  Her  pious  foul  with  emulation  ftrove 
To  gain  the  mighty  Pan's  important  love. 
To  whole  myfterious  rites  me  always  came 
With  fuch  an  aftive  fb  intenfe  a  flame, 
The  duties  of  religion  feem'd  to  be  1 20 

No  more  her  care  than  her  felicity. 

Cos.  Virtue  unmixed,  without  the  leaft  allay, 
Pure  as  the  light  oi:  a  celeftial  ray, 
Commanded  all  the  motions  of  the  foul 
With  fuch  a  foft  but  abiblute  control,  125 

That  as  flie  knew  what  beft  great  Pan  would  pleafe, 
She  ftiil  perfornrfd  it  with  the  greateft  eafe  ; 
Him  for  her  high  examplar  me  dcfign'd, 
Like  him  benevolent  to  all  mankind. 
Her  foes  me  pity'd,  nor  defir'd  their  blood,  130 

And,  to  revenge  their  crimes,  me  did  tliem  good  j 
Nay,  all  aftvon:*  fo  unconcernM  fiia  b^re, 
(Maugre  that  viohn:  te.n^iadon  pj.vV) 
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As  if  flie  thought  it  vulgar  torefent, 
Or  wifh'd  forgivenels  their  worft  punifhment.          135 
STREPH.  Next  mighty  Pan  was  her  illuftrious  lord, 
His  high  vicegerent,  facredly  ador'd; 
Him  with  fuch  piety  and  zeal  fhe  lov'd, 
The  noble  paflicn  ev'ry  hour  improved, 
Till  it  afcended  to  that  glorious  height,  140 

^Twas  next  (if  only  next)  to  infinite  : 
This  made  her  fo  entire  a  duty  pay, 
She  grew  at  laft  impatient  to  obey, 
And  met  his  wifhes  with  as  prompt  a  zeal 
As  an  archangel  his  Creator's  will.  145 

Cos.  Mature  for  heaven,  the  fatal  mandate  came, 
With  it  a  chariot  of  etherial  flame, 
In.  which,  Elijah  like,  (lie  pafs\l  the  fpheres, 
Brought  joy  to  heaven,  but  left  the  world  in  tears. 

STREPH.  Methinks  I  fee  her  on  the  plains  of  light 
All  glorious,  all  incomparably  bright !  151 

\Vhile  the  immortal  minds  around  her  gaze 
On  the  exceflive  fplendour  of.lier  rays, 
And  force  believe  a  human  foul  could  be 
Endow'd  with  fuch  ftupendous  majefty.  155 

Cos.  Who  can  lament  too  much !  O !  who  can  mourn 
Enough  o'er  beautiful  Ceieftia's  urn  ? 
So  great  a  lofs  as  this  delerves  excels 
Of  fo'rrow  ;  all's  too  little  that  is  lefs. 
But  to  fupply  the  univerfal  woe,  163 

Tears  from  all  eyes,  without  ceffation,  flow  j 
All  that  have  power  to  weep,  or  voice  to  groan, 
With  throbbing  breafts  Celeftia's  fate  bemoan  ; 
While  marble  rocks  the  common  griefs  partake, 
And  echo  back  thole  cries  they  cannot  make.          j  65 
STREPH.  Weep  then,    (once  fruitful)  vales!    and 

fpring  with  yew, 

Ye  thirfty  barren  mountains  I  weep  with  dew ; 
Let  ev'ry  flow'r  on  this  extended  plain 
Not  droop,  but  mrink  into  its  womb  again, 
Ne'er  to  receive  anew  its  yearly  birth  ; 
JLet  ev'ry  thing  that's  grateful  leave  the  earth  5 
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Let  mournful  cyprefs,  with  each  noxious  weed, 

And  baneful  venoms  in  their  place  fucceed. 

Ye  purling  quer'lous  brooks!  o'erchargYI  with  grief, 

Hafte  fwiftly  to  the  fea  for  more  relief  j  175 

Then  tiding  back,  each  to  his  facrecl  head, 

Tell  your  afcomnVd  iprings  Celeftia's  dead ! 

Cos.  Well  have  you  fung,  in  an  exahed  ft  rain, 
The  faireft  nymph  e'er  grac'd  the  Britiui  plain. 
\Vho  knows  but  fome  officious  angel  may  iKo 

Your  grateful  numbers  to  her  ears  convey, 
That  Ihe  may  fmile  upon  us  from  above, 
And  blefs  our  mournful  plains  with  peace  and  love  ? 

STREPK.  But  fee!  our  flocks  do  to  their  folds  repair, 
For  night  with  fable  clouds  obfcures  the  air ;  185 

Cold  damps  defcend  from  the  unwholefome  iky, 
And  fafety  bids  us  to  our  cottage  fly. 
Tho'  \vith  each  morn  our  forrows  will  return, 
Eich  ev'n, , like  nightingales,  we'll  ling  and  mourn, 
Till  death  conveys  us  to  the  peaceful  urn.  190 

ON  THE  MARRIAGE  OF 

THE   EARL   OF  A 

WITH  THE  COUNTESS  OF  S 

rT^RIUMPH  ANT  beauty  never  looks  fo  gay 
JL     As  on  the  morning  of  a  nuptial  day  j 
Love  .then  within  a  larger  circle  moves, 
New  graces  adds,  and evYy  charm  improves. 
While  Hymen  does  his  lacred  rites  prepare,  5 

The  bufy  nymphs  attend  the  trembling  fair,  • 

Whole  veins  are  fwell'd  with  an  unufual  heat, 
And  eager  pulfes  with  ttrange  motions  beat  j 
Alternate  pafllons  various  thoughts  impart, 
And  painful  joys  diftend  her  throbbing  heart ;          10 
Her  fears  are  great,  and  her  defires  are  ilrong  5 
The  minutes  fly  too  fait — yet  ftay  too  long  j 
Now  (lie  is  ready — the  next  moment  not ; 
All  things  are  done — then  fomething  is  forgot : 
She  fears — yet  vvilhes  the  itrange  work  were  done  i   i 
Delays — yet  is  impatient  to  be  gone. 
D 
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Diibrders  that  from  ev'ry  thought  arife  j 
What  Love  perfuades  I  know  not  what  denies. 

Achates1  choice  does  his  firm  judgment  prove, 
And  fhews  at  once  he  can  be  wife,  and  love,  20 

Becaule  it  from  no  fpurious  pafllon  came, 
But  was  the  product  of  a  nobie  flame ; 
Bold  without  rudenefs,  without  blazing,  bright, 
Pure  as  fix'd  liars,  and  unccrrupt  as  light, 
By  juft  degrees  it  to  perfection  grew,  25 

An  early  ripenefs,  and  a  lading  too. 
So  the  bright  fun,  alcending  to  his  noon, 
Moves  not  too  (lowly,  nor  is  there  too  foon. 

But  tho'  Achates  was  unkindly  driven 
From  his  own  land,  he's  baninYd  into  heav'n;          30 
For  lure  the  raptures  of  Cofmelia's  love 
Are  next,  if  only  next,  to  thofe  above. 
Thus  pow'r  divine  does  with  his  foes  engage, 
Rewards  his  virtues,  and  defeats  their  rage  j 
For  firft  it  did  to  fair  Cofmelia  give  3  5 

All  that  a  human  creature  could  receive ; 
Whate'er  can  raife  our  wonder  or  delight, 
Tranfport  the  foul,  or  gratify  the  fight, 
Then,  in  the  full  perfection  of  her  charms, 
Lodg'd  the  bright  virgin  in  Achates'  arms.  40 

What  angels  are,  is  in  Cofmelia  feen, 
Their  awful  glories,  and  their  godlike  mein 
For  in  her  afpect  all  the  graces  meet, 
All  that  is  noble,  beautiful,  cr  iweet ; 
There  ev'ry  charm  in  lofty  triumph  fits,  45 

Scorns  poor  defect,  and  to  no  fault  fubmits  j 
There  fymmetry,  complexion,  air,  unite  j 
Sublimely  noble,  and  amazing  bright. 
So,  newly  finifh'd  by  the  hand  divine, 
Before  her  fall  did  the  firft  woman  mine  :  5* 

But  Eve  in  one  great  point  me  does  excel  j 
Cofmelia  never  err'd  at  all  5  (he  fell : 
From  her  temptation,  in  defpair,  withdrew, 
Nor  more  aflaults  whom  it  could  ne'er  fubdue. 
Virtue  confirm'd,  and  regularly  brought 
To  full  maturity  by  ferious  thought, 


ON  THE  MARRIAGE  OF  THE  EARL  OF  A —  £V.     39 
Her  actions  with  a  watchful  eye  iurveys, 
Each  paffion  guides,  and  ev'ry  moment  i'ways  : 
Not  the  leaft  failure  in  her  conduct  lies, 
So  gaily  modeft,  and  ib  freely  \v  '(Jo 

Hsr  judgment  lure,  impartial  and  refin'd, 
With  wit  that's  clear  and  penetrating  join' d, 
O'er  all  the  efforts  of  her  mind  prefides, 
And  to  the  nobleftend  her  labours  guides  : 
She  knows  the  bell,  and  does  the  bed  purfue,  65 

And  treads  the  maze  of  life  without  a  clue  ; 
That  the  weak  only  and  the  wav'ring  lack, 
When  they're  miilaken,  to  conduct  'em  back  : 
She  does,  amidfl  ten  thoufand  ways,  prefer 
The  right,  as  if  not  capable  to  err.  70 

Her  fancy,  ftrong,  vivacious,  and  fublime, 
Seldom  betrays  his  converle  to  a  crime, 
And  tho'  it  moves  with  a  luxuriant  heat, 
'  Pis  ne'er  precipitous,  but  always  great ; 
For  each  exprefiion,  ev'ry  teeming  thought,  75 

Is  to  the  (canning  of  her  judgment  brought, 
Which  wiiely  feparates  the  fincit  gold, 
And  cafts  the  image  in  a  beauteous  mould. 

No  trifling  words  debale  her  eloquence, 
But  all's  pathetic,  all  is  fterling  i'enfe,  80 

Refin'd  from  droffy  chat  and  idle  noife, 
With  which  the  female  converfation  cloys  : 
So  well  me  knows,  what's  underftood  by  fo\v, 
To  time  her  thoughts,  and  to  expreis  'ern  too, 
That  what  flie  fpeaks  does  to  the  ibui  tranfmit          85 
The  fair  ideas  of  delightful  wit. 

Illuilrious  born,  and  as  illuftrious  bred, 
By  great  example  to  wife  actions  L-d, 
Much  to  tiie  fame  her  lineal  heroes  bore 
She  owes,  but  to  her  or.  -,ius  more  ;  90 

And  by  a  noble  emulation  mov'd, 
Exceird  their  virtues,  and  her  own  irnprov'd, 
Till  they  aiviv'd  to  that  celeftial  height, 
Scarce  angels  greater  be,  or  faints  ib  bright, 
Da 
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But  if  Cofmelia  cc\ild  yet  leveller  be,  5  5 

Of  nobjer  birth,  or  more  a  deity, 
Achates  merits  her,  tho1  none  but  he, 
Whole  gen'rous  ioul  abhors  a  bale  diiguife, 
Relblv'd  in  action,  and  in  council  wile  j 
Tco  well  confirm'd  and  fortify "d  within  TOO 

For  threats  to  force,  or  flattery  to  win ; 
Unmov'd  amidft  the  hurricane  he  flood  5 
He  dare  be  guiltleis,  and  he  will  be  good. 

Since  the  firft  pair  in  Paradife  werejohVd, 
Two  hearts  were  ne>r  Ib  happily  combined.  105 

Achates  life  to  fair  Cofmelia  gives  j 
In  fair  Cofmelia  great  Achates  lives  : 
Each  is  to  other  the  divineft  blifs  ; 
He  is  her  heaven,  and  (he  is  more  than  his. 
Oh  !  may  the  kindeit  influence  above 
Protect  their  perfons,  anrd  indulge  their  love !         1 1  j 

AN  INSCRIPTION 

FOR  THE  MONUMENT  OF  DIANA. 

Ccunfefs  cf  Oxford  ar.d  Elgin. 
DIANA  OXONII  ET  ELGINI  COMITISSA, 

Quse 

Ilhiftri  crta  fangvane,   Ib.nguinem  illuftravit : 

Ceciliorem  ineritis,  clara,  fuis  clariirima ; 

Ut  q\ire  nefciret.  miner  efie  m^ximis. 

Vitarn  ineur.tcm  innocentia ; 
Proccder.tcm  ampla  virtutum  cohors :  5 

Excur.ttin  mors   beatiffima  decoravit ; 

(Vclente  Nvmine) 

Ut  riufp'.^m  dteifet  ant  virtus  aut  felicitas. 
Duobvis  ccnjunfta  maritis, 

Utrique  chaniTima  -.  J  o 

Primum 
(Qr.em  ad  annum  habuit) 

•;ie  dilexit  :• 
fcccundum 

(Quem  ad  annbs  viginti  qiiatuor)  1 5 

Tanta  pieia'e  et  amore  coiuit  j 
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Ut  qui,  vivens, 
Obfequium  tanquam  patri  prseftitit  j 

Moriens, 
Patrimoniurn,  tanquam  filio,  reliquit.         zo 

Noverca  cum  effet, 

Maternam  pietatem  facile  luperavit. 

Famulitii  adeo  mitem  prudentemque  curam  geflit, 

Ut  non  tarn  Domina  fami-liae  praeefTe, 

Quam  anima  corpori  meffe  videretur.  25 

Denique, 

Cum  pudico,  humili,  forti,  fanSto  animo, 
Virginibus,  conjugibus,  viduis,  omnibus, 

Exemplum  coniecraffet  integerrimum, 
Terris  anima  major,  ad  fimiles  evolavit  iuperos.  3® 

THE  FOREGOING  INSCRIPTION. 

ATTEMPTED  IN  ENGLISH. 

DIANA  COUNTESS  OF  OXFORD  AND  ELGIN, 
Who  from  a  race  of  noble  htroes  came, 
And  added  luftre  to  its  ancient  fame ; 
Round  her  the  virtues  of  the  Cecils  (bone, 
But  with  inferior  bri^htnefs  to  her  own, 
Which  me  refin'd  to  that  fublime  degree,  5 

The  greateft  mortal  could  not  greater  be. 
Each  ilage  of  life  peculiar  iplenclour  had  ; 
Her  tender  years  with  innocence  were  clad  ; 
Maturer  grown,  whatever  was  brave  and  good 
In  the  retinue  of  her  virtues  flood  }  10 

And  at  the  final  period  of  her  breath, 
She  crown'd  her  life  with  a  propitious  death. 
That  no  occafion  might  be  wanting  here 
To  make  her  virtues  fam'd  or  joy-i  lincere, 
Two  noble  lords  her  genial  bed  poflift,  15 

A  wife  to  both  the  dsareir.  and  the  belt : 
Oxford  fubmitted  in  one  year  to  Fate, 
For  whom  her  pafTian  was  excte  Jing  great  j 
To  Elgin  full  fix  lujlra  were  alfign'd, 
And  him  (he  lov'd  with  ;•->  inftnie  a  mind,  SQ 
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That,  living-,  like  a  father  fhe  obey'd  ; 
Dying,  a>  to  a  ion,  left  all  me  had. 
When  a  ftepmother,  {he  ibon  foarM  above 
The  common  height  e'en  of  maternal  love. 
She  did  her  numerous  family  command  25 

With  fuch  a  tender  care,  fo  wife  a  hand, 
She.  ieenVd  no  othenvife  a  miftrels  there, 
Than  godlike  fouls  in  human  bodies  are  : 
But  when  to  all  (he  had  example  fhew'd, 
How  to  be  great  and  humble,  chafte  and  good,         3* 
Her  foul,  for  earth  too  excellent,  too  high, 
Flew  to  its  peers,  the  princes  of  the  fky.  32 

ELEAZAll'S  LAMENTATION 
OVER  JERUSALEM. 

PARAPHRASED  OUT  OF  JOSEP(HU9. 

ALAS!  Jerufalem!  alas!  whereas  now 
Thy  priftine  glory,  thy  unmatched  renown, 
To  which  the  heathen  monarchies  did  bow  ? 
Ah !   hapleis,   miferable  town  1 
Where's  all  thy  majefty,  thy  beauty,  gone  ? 
Thou  once  moft  noble,  celebrated  place, 
The  joy  and  the  delight  of  all  the  earth, 
Who  gav'ft  to  godlike  princes  birth, 
And  bred  up  heroes,  an  immortal  race, 
Where's  now  the  vaft  magnificence  which  made 
The  fouls  of  foreigners  adore 
Thy  wond'rous  brightnefs,  which  no  more 
Shall  fhine,  but  lie  in  an  eternal  fhade? 
Oh  I  miiery  !  where' s  all  her  mighty  itate, 
Her  fplendid  train  of  num'rous  kings,  .  1 5 

Her  noble  edifices,  noble  things, 
Which  made  her  feem  fo  eminently  great, 
That  harb'rous  princes  in  her  gates  appealed, 
And  wealthy  prefents,  as  their  tribute,  brought 
To  court  her  friendfhip  ?  for  her  ftrength  they  fear'd, 
And  all  her  wide  protection  fought.  21 

But  now,  ah!  now  they  laugh  and  cry, 
"  -See  how  her  lofty  buildings  lie  ! 
"  See  how  her  flaming  turrets  gild  the  iky  I" 
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II. 

Where's  all  the  young,  the  valiant,  and  the  gay,      25 

That  on  her  feftivals  were  us'd  to  play 

Harmonious  tunes,  and  beautify  the  day  ? 

The  glitt'ring  troops,  which  did  from  far 

Bring  home  the  trophies  and  the  1'poils  of  war, 

Whom  all  the  nations  round  wi:h  terrors  view'd,     30 

Nor  durft  their  godlike  valour  try  ? 

Where'er  they  fought  they  certainly  fubdu'd, 

And  ev'ry  combat  gain'd  a  victory. 

Ah!  where' s  the  houie  of  the  Ete?nal  King, 

The  beauteous  temple  of  the  Lord  of  Hofts,  3  5 

To  wlwfe  large  treaiuries  our  fleets  did  bring 

The  gold  and  jewels  of  remote  it  coaits  ? 

There  had  the  infinite  Creator  placM 

His  terrible,  amazing  name, 

And  with  his  more  peculiar  prefence  grac'd  40 

That  heav'nly  Sanflum  where  no  mortal  came, 

The  high-prieft  only  ;  he  but  once  a-year 

In  that  divine  apartment  might  appear; 

So  full  of  glory,  and  fo  facred,  then  ;  44 

But  now  corrupted  with  the  heaps  of  llain  [fane. 

Which,  fcatter'd  round  with  blood,  defile  the  mighty 

III. 

/  !  •.'.;•>  !   Jeruialem  !  each  fpacious  ftreet 
Was  once  fo  fill'd,  the  num'rous  throng 
Was  forc'd  to  joftle  as  they  pai's'd  along, 
And  thoufands  did  with  thou lands  meet ;  to 

The  darling  then  of  God,  and  man's  belov'd  retreat. 
In  thee  was  the  bright  throne  of  Juftice  fix'd, 
juftice  impartial,  and  with  fraud  unmix'd. 
She  Icorn'd  the  beauties  oi  fallacious  gold, 
Defpifing  the  moll  wealthy  bribes,  55 

But  did  the  Ihcred  balance  hold 
With  godlike  faith  to  all  our  happy  tribes. 
Thy  well-built  ftreets,  and  eWy  noble  iquare, 
Were  once  wjtapolifiYd  marble  hid, 
And  all  thy  lofty  bulwarks  m:ulo  6a 

With  wond'rou*  labour  and  with  artful  care. 
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Thy  pond'rous  gates,  furprifmg  to  behold, 
Were  cover'd  o'er  with  folid  gold, 
Whole  fplendour  did  fo  glorious  appear, 
It  ravifti'd  and  amaz'd  the  eye,  65 

And  ftrangers  patting,  to  themfelves  would  cry, 
"  What  mighty  heaps  of  wealth  are  here ! 
"  How  thick  the  bars  of  mafly  filver  He! 
<c  O  happy  people !  and  ftill  happy  be, 
'•"  Celeitial  city!  from  deftruclion  free,  70 

"•  May'ft  thou  enjoy  a  long  entire  profperity !" 

But  now,  O  !  wretched,  wretched  place  ! 

Thy  ftreets  and  palaces  are  fpread 

With  heaps  of  carcafes,  and  mountains  of  the  dead, 

The  bleeding  relics  of  the  Jewifh  race  :  75 

Each  corner  of  the  town,  no  vacant  fpace, 

But  is  with  breathlefs  bodies  fill'd, 

Some  by  the  fword,  and  fomeby  famine  kilPd. 

Natives  and  ftrangers  are  together  laid  : 

Death's  arrows  all  at  random  flew 

Amongft  the  crowd,  and  no  diitin£lion  made, 

But  both  the  coward  and  the  valiant  flew. 

All  in  one  difmal  ruin  join'd, 

(For  fwords  and  peftilence  are  blind) 

The  fair,  the  good,  the  brave,  no  mercy  find. 

Thofe  that  from  far,  with  joyful  hafte, 

Came  to  attend  thy  feiiival, 

Of  the  fame  bitter  poiibn  tafte, 

And  by  the  black  deftruftive  poifon  fall, 

For  the  avenging  fentence  pafs'd  on  all.  90 

Oh  !  fee  how  the  delight  of  human  eyes 

In  horrid  deiblation  lies  ! 

See  how  the  burning  ruins  flame, 

Nothing  now  left  but  a  fad  empty  name, 

And  the  triumphant  vi£lor  cries,  95 

"  This  was  the  fam'4  Jerufnlem  !" 

V. 

The  mod  obdurate  creature  muft 
Be  griev'd  to  fee  thy  palaces  in  duft, 
Thole  ancient  habitations  of  the  juft ; 
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And  could  the  marble  rocks  but  know  100 

The  mis'ries  of  thy  fatal  overthrow, 
They'd  ftrive  to  find  tome  iecret  way  unknown, 
Maugre  the  fenfeiefs  nature  of  the  (tone, 
Their  pity  and  concern  to  fliovv : 
For  now  where  lofty  buildings  ftood  105 

Thy  fons'  corrupted  carcaies  are  laid, 
And  all  by  this  deltruclion  made 
One  common  Golgotha,  one  field  of  blood. 
See  how  thofe  ancient  men  who  rul'd  thy  ftate 
And  made  thee  happy,  made  thee  great,  no 

Who  fat  upon  the  awful  chair 
Of  mighty  Moles,  in  long  fcarlet  clad, 
The  good  to  cherifh  and  chaftife  the  bad, 
Now  lit  in  the  corrupted  air, 

In  filent  melancholy,  and  in  fad  defpair !  115 

See  how  the  murder"  d  children  round  'em  lie  1 
Ah  !  difmal  fcene !  hark,  how  they  cry! 
'*  Woe !  woe!  one  beam  of  mercy  give, 
"  Good  heaven !     Alasl  for  we  would  live! 
"  Be  pitiful  and  fufFer  us  to  die !"  120 

Thus  they  lament,  thus  beg  for  eafe, 
"While  in  their  feeble  aged  aims  they  hold 
The  bodies  of  their  offspring  (tiff  and  cold, 
To  guard  'em  from  the  rav'nous  favages, 
Till  their  increafmg  forrows  death  perfuade  125 

(For  death  muft  fure  with  pity  fee 
The  horrid  defolation  he  has  made) 
To  put  a  period  to  their  mifery. 
Thy  wretched  daughters  that  iurvive 
Are  by  the  heathen  kept  alive  I  30 

Only  to  gratify  their  lull, 
And  then  be  mixed  with  the  common  duft. 
Oh  !   ini'upportable,  itupendous  woe  ! 
What  mall  we  do  ?  ah !  whither  (hall  we  go  ?         1 34. 
Down  to  the  grave,  down  to  thofe  happy  (had 
Where  all  our. brave  progenitors  are  bleft, 
With  endhfs  triumph  ;ind  eternal  relt. 
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VI. 

But  who,  without  a  flood  of  tears,  can  fee 

Thy  mournful  lad  cataftrophe  ? 

\Vho  can  behold  thy  glorious  temple  lie  140 

In  afhes,  and  not  be  in  pain  to  die  ? 

Unhappy,  dear  Jeruialem !  thy  v/oes 

Have  rais'd  my  griefs  to  fuch  a  vaft  excefs, 

Their  mighty  weight  no  mortal  knows, 

Thought  cannot  comprehend,  or  words  exprefs  ; 

Noi  can  they  poffibly,  while  I  lurvive,  be  lei's.        14.6 

Good  heaven  l>sd  been  extremely  kind 

If  it  had  ftruck  me  dead,  or  ilruck  me  blind, 

Before  this  curled  time,  this  worit  of  days. 

Is  death  quite  tir'd  ?  are  all  his  arrows  1'pent  150 

If  not,  why  then  fo  many  dull  delays  ? 

Quick,  quick,  let  the  obliging  dart  be  fent ! 

Nay,  at  me  only  let  ten  thouiand  fly, 

Whoe'er  (hall  wretchedly  lurvive,  that  I 

May,  happily,  be  fure  to  die.  155 

Yet  ftiil  we  live,  live  in  excefs  of  pain  j 

Our  friends  and  relatives  are  (lain  ; 

Nothing  but  ruins  round  us  fee, 

Nothing  but  defolation,  woe,  and  mifery  ! 

Nay,  while  we  thus  with  bleeding  hearts  complain, 

Our  enemies  without  prepare 

Their  direful  engines  to  purfue  the  war, 

And  you  may  flavifhly  preferve  your  breath, 

Or  feek  for  freedom  in  the  arms  of  Death. 

VII. 

Thus  then  refolve,  nor  tremble  at  the  thought ;      165 
Can  glory  be  too  dearly  bought  ? 
Since  the  Almighty  wildom  has  decreed 
That  we  and  all  our  progeny  Ihould  bleed, 
It  (hall  be  after  fuch  a  noble  way, 
Succeeding  ages  will  with  wonder  view  1 70 

What  brave  defpair  compell'd  us  to  : 
No,  we  will  ne'er  iurvive  another  day. 
Bring  then  your  wives,  your  children,  all 
That's  valuable,  good,  or  dear, 
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With  ready  hands,  and  place 'em  nere  175 

They  mall  unite  in  one  vafc  funeral. 

I  know  your  courages  are  truly  brave, 

And  dare  do  any  thing  hut  ill  : 

Who  would  an  aged  lather  lave, 

That  he  may  live  in  chains,  and  be  a  flave,  1 2a. 

Or  for  remorielefs  enemies  to  kill  ? 

Let  your  bold  hands  then  give  the  fatal  blow  } 

For  what  at  any  other  time  would  be 

The  dire  eiFe&  of  rage  and  cruelty, 

Is  mercy,  tendernefs,  and  pity,  now.  185 

This,  then,  perform'd,  we'll  to  the  battle  fly, 

And  there,  amidft  our  (laughter'd  foes,  expire.* 

If  'tis  revenge  and  glory  you  defire, 

Now  you  may  have  them  if  you  dare  but  die  j 

Nay,  more,  e'en  freedom  and  eternity.  190 

REASON. 

UNHAPPY  man !  who,  thro1  fucceffive  years, 
From  early  youth  to  life's  laft  childhood  errs  $ 
No  {boner  born  but  proves  a  foe  to  truth, 
For  infant  Reafon  is  o'erpower'd  in  youth. 
The  cheats  of  fenfe  will  half  our  learning  mare,         5 
And  preconceptions  all  our  knowledge  are. 
Reaibn,  'tis  true,  mould  over  fenfe  prefide, 
Correct  our  notions,  and  our  judgments  guide ; 
But  falfe  opinions,  rooted  in  the  mind, 
Hoodwink  the  Ibul,  and  keep  our  reafon  blind.         10. 
Reafon's  a  taper  which  but  faintly  burns  ; 
A  languid  flame,  that  glows  and  dies  by  turns  : 
We  fee't  a  little  while,  and  but  a  little  way, 
We  travel  by  its  light,   as  men  by  day  j 
But  quickly  dying,   it  foriakes  us  foon,  15 

Like  morning-liars,  that  never  ftay  till  noon. 

The  foul  can  fcarce  above  the  body  rife, 
And  all  we  fee  is  with  corporeal  eyes. 
Life  now  does  fcarce  one  glimple  of  light  difplay  j 
We  mourn  in  darknefs,  and  defpair  of  day  :  ao 

-That  nat'ral  light,  once  drefs'd  with  orient  beams, 
Is  nowdhuinim'd,  and  a  twilight  feems  j 
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A  mifcellaneous  composition,   made 
Of*  night  and  day,  of  lunfhine  and  of  made. 
Through  an  uncertain  medium  now  we  look,  25 

And  find  that  falfhood  which  for  truth  we  took  : 
So  rays  projected  from  the  eaftern  fkies 
Shew  the  falie  day  before  the  fun  can  rile. 

That  little  knowledge  now  which  man  obtains 
From  outward  objects,  and  from  fenie  he  gains :      30 
He,  like  a  wretched  (lave,  mule  plod  and  ivveat, 
By  day  muft  toil,  by  night  that  toil  repeat  j 
And  yet  at  laft  what  little  fruit  he  gains  ! 
A  beggar's  harvi-ll,  glean'd  with  mighty  pains. 

The  paiTions,  flill  predominant,    will  rule,  35 

Ungovern'd,  rude,  not  bred  in  Reaibn's  fchool  j 
Our  unjerftanding  they  with  darknefs  fill, 
Caufe  ftrong  corruptions,  and  pervert  the  will , 
On  thefe  the  foul,  as  on  foine  flowing  tide, 
Muft  fit,  and  on  the  raging  billows  ride, 
Hurry 'd  away,   for  how  can  be  withftood 
Th'  impetuous  torrent  of  the  boiling  blood  ? 
Begone,  falie  hopes  !  for  all  our  learning's  vain  ; 
Can  we  be  free  where  thefe  the  rule  maintain  ? 
Thefe  are  the  tools  of  knowledge  which  we  ufe  : 
The  fpirits  heated  will  it  range  things  produce. 
Tell  me  whoe'er  the  paflions  could  control, 
Or  from  the  body  difengage  the  foul : 
Till  this  is  done  our  belt  purfuits  are  vain, 
To  conquer  truth,   and  unmix'd  knowledge  gain. 
Through  all  the  bulky  volumes  of  the  dead,  51! 

And  thro'  thofe  books  that  modern  times  have  bred,    • 
With  pain  we  travel,  as  through  moorifh  ground, 
Where  fcarce  one  ufeful  plant  is  ever  found  j 
O'er-run  with  errors,  which  fo  thick  appear,  55 

Our  fearch  proves  vain,   no  f  park  of  truth  is  there. 

What's  all  the  noii'v  jargon  of  the  fchools 
But  idle  nonienfe  of  laborious  fools, 
Who  fetter  realbn  with  perplexing  rules  ? 
What  in  Aquinas'  bulky  works  are  found  9* 

Does  not  enlighten  reafon,  but  confound. 
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Who  travel:;  Scotus'  fwelling  tomes  fhall  find 

A  cloud  of  darknefs  rifmg  in  the  mind. 

In  controverted  points  can  reaibn  {'way, 

When  paflion  or  conceit  ftill  hurries  us  away  ?      .  65 

Thais  his  new  notions  Sherlock  would  infill," 

And  clear  the  greateft  myfteries.  at  will  5 

But  by  unlucky  wit  perplex'd  them  more, 

And  made  them  darker  than  they  were  before. 

South  foon  oppos'd  him,  cut  ofChriftian  zeal,          70 

Shewing  how  well  he  could  difpute  and  rail. 

How  mail  we  e'er  difcover  which  is  right, 

When  both  fo  eagerly  maintain  the  fight  ? 

Each  does  the  other's  arguments  deride ; 

Each  has  the  Church  and  Scripture,  on  his  fide  :       75 

The  fharp  ill-natur'tl  combat's  but  a  jell : 

Both  may  be  wrong ;  one,  perhaps,  errs  the  leaft. 

Hpw  mail  we  know  which  Articles  are  true, 

The  Old  ones  of  the  church,  or  Burnet'o  New  ? 

In  paths  uncertain  and  unfafe  he  treads,  80 

Who  blindly  follows  other's  fertile  heads. 

What  fure,  what  certain  mark  have  we  to  kno\v 

The  right  or  wrong  'twixt  Burgefs,  Wake  and  Howe  ? 

Should  untun'd  nature  claim  the  medic-art, 
W/,at  health  can  that  contentious  tribe  impart  ?        85 

phylician  writes  a  diff 'rent  bill, 
And 'gives  no  other  reaibn  but  his  will. 

.:ger  boafc  your  art,  ye  impious  race  ! 

TS  'twixt  alkalis  and  acids  ccafe, 
prcv.d  G 11  with  Colbatch  be  at  peace.       50 

:-.s  and  RadclirTe  do  but  rarely  guels  ; 
'Jo-day  they've  gcod,  to-morrow  no  iuccefs. 
E'en  Garth  and  Maurus*  fometimes  (hail  prevail, 
When  Gibfcn,  learned  Hannes,    and  Tyfbn,  fail. 
And,  more  than  once,  we've  leen  that  blund'ring  S — nc, 
Miffing  the  gout,  by  chance  has  hit  the  ilone ;          96 
The  patient  does  the  lucky  error  fhivl  j 
A  cure  he.  works,  though  not  thec\ire  defir^n'd. 

Cuftcm,  the  world's  great  idol,  we  adore, 
And  knowing  this,  we  leek  to  know  no  more.        io» 

b:.-  Richard  Blaekmore. 

£ 
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What  education  did  at  firft  receive, 
Our  riperTd  age  confirms  us  to  believe : 
The  careful  nurfe  and  prieft  are  all  we  need, 
To  learn  opinions  and  our  country's  creed  j 
The  parents1  precepts  early  are  inftiird,  io< 

And  fpoil  the  man  whilit  they  initruct  the  child. 
To  what  hard  rate  is  human- kind  betray 'd, 
When  thus  implicit  faith's  a  virtue  made, 
When  education  more  than  truth  prevails, 
And  nought  is  current  but  what  cuftom  feals  f 
Thus  from  the  time  we  firft  began  to  know, 
We  live  and  learn,  but  not  the  wifer  grow. 

We  feldom  uie  our  liberty  aright, 
Nor  judge  of  things  by  univerfal  light ; 
Our  prepofleffions  and  affecYion;  bind  115 

The  foul  in  chains,  and  lord  it  o'er  the  mind  ; 
And  if  felf-intereft  be  but  in  the  caiV, 
Our  unexamin'd  principles  may  pals.  [cciv;>, 

Good  Heavens  !    that  man  ihould   thus  himlelf  de- 
To  learn  on  credit,  and  on  truft  believe  ! 
Better  the  mind  no  notions  had  retained, 
But  trill  a  fair  unwritten  blank  remain'd  : 
For  now,  who  truth  from  falihood  would  dilcern, 
Muft  firft  difrobe  the  mind,  and  all  unlearn. 
Errors  contracted  in  unmindful  youth,  T  z  - 

When  once  removed,  will  fmooth  the  way  to  truth. 
To  difpoflefs  the  child  the  mortal  lives, 
But  death  approaches  ere  the  man  arrives.  [find, 

Thofe    who   would    learning's    glorious    kingdom 
The  dear-bought  purchalt;  of  the  trading  mind,     i  -.o 
From  many  dangers  muft  themillves  acquit, 
And  more  than  Scilla  and  Chjii-ibdjs  meet. 
Oh  !  what  an  ocean  muft  be  voyag'd  o'er 
To  gain  a  profpecl:  of  the  mining  more  ? 
Refifting  rocks  oppoie  th'  inquiring  foul, 
And  adverfe  waves  retard  it  as  they  roll. 

Does  not  that  foolifh  deference  we  pay 
To  men  that  liv'd  long  fince,  our  paffage  iray  ? 
What  odd  prepoft'rous  paths  at  firft  we  tread, 
And  learn  to  walk  by  (tumbling  on  the  dead  ?         i.< 
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Firft  we  a  blefiing  from  the  grave  implore, 
Worfhip  old  urns,  and  monuments  adore ; 
The  reverend  fage,  with  vaft  elleem,  we  prize  j 
He  liv'd  long  fince,  and  muft  be  wond'rous  wile. 
Thus  are  we  debtors  to  the  famous  dead  145 

For  all  thofe  errors  which  their  fancy  bred  : 
Errors  indeed  !  for  real  knowledge  ftay'd 
With  thofe  firft  times,   nor  farther  was  convey'd, 
While  light  opinions  are  much  lower  brought, 
For  on  the  waves  of  ignorance  they  float ;  1 50 

But  folid  truth  fcarce  ever  gains  the  more, 
So  fbon  it  finksj  and  ne'er  emerges  more. 

Suppofe  thofe  many  dreadful  dangers  paft, 
Will  knowledge  dawn,   and  blefs  the  mind  at  lail  ? 
Ah!   no;  'tis  -now  environed  from  our  eyes,  155 

Hides  all  its  charms,  and  undifcover'd  lies. 
Truth,  like  a  tingle  point,  efcapes  the  fight, 
And  claims  attention  lo  perceive  it  right : 
But  v.-hat'-refembles  truth  is  fcondefcry'd, 
Spread  like  a  furface,  and  expanded  wide.  160 

The  firft  man  rarely,  very  rarely,  finds 
The  tedious  fearchoflong  inquiring  minds- : 
But  yet,  what's  worfe,  we  know  not  when  we  err  j 
What  mark  does  truth,  what  bright  diftinclion,  bear 
How  do  we  know  that  what  we  know  is  true  ?         165 
How  mail  we  falmood  fly,  and  truth  purfue  ? 
Let  none  then  here  his  certain  knowledge  boaft, 
'Tis  all  but  probability  at  moil : 
This  is  the  eafy  purchafeof  the  mind, 
The  vulgar's  treafure,  which  we  foon  may  find:   170 
But  truth  lies  hid,  and  ere  we  can  explore 
The  glitt'ring  gem,  our  fleeting  life  is  o'er. 
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A  PROSPECT  OF  DEATH. 

Sert  omnes  una  manet  nox, 

Etcalcauda  femel  via  lethi.  HOR. 

SINCE  we  can  die  but  once,  and  after  death 
Our  Hate  no  alteration  knows, 
But  when  we  have  refign'd  our.  breath 
T1V  immortal  fpirit  goes 

To  endlef's  joys  or  everlafting  woes,  S 

Wife  is  the  man  who  labours  to  fecure 
That  mighty  and  important  ftake, 
And  by  all  methods  ftrives  to  make 
His  paflage  fafe,  and  his  reception  fure. 
Merely  to  die  no  man  of  rcafon  fears,  10 

For  certainly  we  muft, 
As  we  are  born,  return  to  duft  j 
'Tis  the  laft  point  of  many  ling'ring  years : 
But  whither  then  we  go, 

WJiither  we  fain  would  know  ;  1 5 

But  human  underftanding  cannot  mow  : 
This  makes  us  tremble,   and  creates 
Strange  apprehenfions  in  the  mind, 
Fills  it  with  reftlefs  doubts  and  wild  debates 
Concerning  what  we  living  cannot. find.  2» 

None  know  what  death  is  but  the  dead, 
Therefore  we  all,  by  nature,  dying  dread, 
As  a  ftrange  doubtful  way  we  know  not  how  to  tread. 

When  to  the  margin  of  the  grave  we  come, 

And  fcarce  have  one  black  painful  hour  to  live,        2,5 

No  hopes,  no  profpeft,  of  a  kind  reprieve, 

To  ftop  our  fpeedy  paifage  to  the  tomb, 

How  moving  and  how  mournful  is  the  fight ! 

How  wondrous  pitiful,  how  wondrous  fad! 

Where  then  is  refuge,  where  is  comfort  to  be  had   30 

In  the  dark  minutes  of  the  dreadful  night 

To  cheer  our  drooping  fouls  for  their  amazing  flight  ? 

Feeble  and  languishing  in  bed  we  lie, 
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Defpairing  to  recover,  void  of  reft, 
Wjftiing  for  death,  and  yet  afraid  to  die ;  35 

Terrors  and  doubts  diftraft  our  brealt, 
With  mighty  agonies  and  mighty  pains  oppreft. 

Our  face  is  moiilened  with  a  clammy  fweat, 

Faint  and  irregular  the  pulies  beat  j 

The  blood  iaacVive  grows,      .  40 

And  thickens  as  it  flows, 

Bepriv'd  of  all  its  vigour,  all  its  vital  heat : 

Our  dying  eyes  roll  heavily  about, 

Their  light  juft  going  out, 

And  for  fome  kind  affiftance  call  }  45 

But  pity,  uielefs  pity's  all 

Our  weeping  friends  can  give 

Or  we  receive  ; 

Though  their  defires  are  great,  their  pow'rs  are  fmall. 

The  tongue's  unable  to  declare  50 

The  pains  and  griefs,  the  miferies,  we  bear, 

How  infupportable  our  torments  are. 

Mufic  no  more  delights  our  deaf 'ning  ears, 

Reftores  our  joys,  or  diflipates  our  fears, 

But  all  is  melancholy,  all  is  lad, 

In  robes  of  deepeft  mourning  clad  ; 

For  ev'ry  faculty  and  ev'ry  fenfe  55 

Partakes  the  woe  of  this  dire  exigence. 

IV. 

Then  we  are  fenfible,   too  late, 

*Tis  no  advantage  to  be  rich  or  great  j  60 

For  all  the  fulfome  pride  and  pageantry  of  ftate 
No  confolation  brings  j 
Riches  and  honours  then  are  ufelefs  things, 
Taftelefs  or  bitter  all, 

And,  like  the  book  which  the  apoftle  ate,  65 

To  the  ill-judging  palate  fweet, 
But  turn  at  lalt  to  naufeoufuefs  and  gall. 
Nothing  will  then  our  dropping  fpirits  cheer 
But  the  remembrance  of  good  actions  pall  j 
Virtue's  a  joy  that  will  for  ever  lalt,  70 


54  POMFRET'S  POEMS. 

And  makes  pale  Death  lefs  terrible  appear, 

Takes  out  his  baneful  lling,  and  palliates  our  fear. 

In  the  dark  antichamber  of  the  grave 

What  would  we  give  (e'en  all  we  have, 

All  that  our  care  and  induftry  hath  gain'd  75 

All  that  cur  policy,  our  fraud,  our  art,  obtained) 

Could  we  recal  thole  fatal  hours  again 

Which  we  confunVd  in  ienlelefs  vanities, 

Ambitious  follies,  or  luxurious  eafe  ; 

For  then  they  urge  our  terrors  and  increafe  our  pain. 

Our  friends  and  relatives  fiand  weeping  by,  8 1 

•DUTolv'd  in  tears,  to  fee  us  die, 
And  plunge  into  the  deep  abyfs  of  wide  eternity. 
In  vain  ,they  mourn,  in  vain  they  grieve, 
Their  forrows  cannot  ours  relieve:  85 

They  pity  our  deplorable  eftate  j 
But  what,  alas  !  can  pity  do 
To  {'often  the  decrees  of  Fate  ? 
Befides,  the  lenience  is  irrevocable  too. 
All  their  endeavours  to  prefer ve  our  breath,  90 

Though  they  do  unfuccefsful  prove, 
Shew  us  how  much,  how  tenderly  they  love, 
But  cannot  cut  off  the  entail  of  death. 
Mournful  they  look,  and  crowd  about  our  bed  ; 
One,  with  officious  hafte,  95 

Brings  us  a  cordial  we  want  fenfe  to  tafte  j 
Another  foftly  raifes  up  our  head  ; 
This  wipes  away  the  fweat,   that,  fighing,  cries, 
"  See  what  convulfions,  what  ftrong  agonies, 
"  Both  (bul  and  body  undergo  !  io» 

"  His  pains  no  intermuTion  know, 
ft  Forev'ry  gafp  of  air  he  draws  returns  in  fighs." 
Each  would  his  kind  afliftance  lend 
To  lave  his  dear  relation  or  his  dearer  frien  ', 
But  ftill  in  vain  with  Deftiny  they  all  contend. 

VI. 

Our  father,   pale  with  grief  and  watch  ing  grown, 
Take*  our  cold  hand  in  his,  and  cries,   "  Adieu  ! 
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tc  Adieu,  my  child  !  now  I  muft  follow  you  ; ,' 

Then  weeps,  and  gently  lays  it  down. 

Our  Tens,  who  in  their  tender  years  no 

Were  objects  of  our  cares  and  of  our  fears,' 

Come  trembling  to  our  bed,  and,  kneeling,  cry, 

'*  Blefs  us,  O  father  !    now,  before  you  die  ; 

"  Blefs' us,  and  be  you  blefs'd  to  all  eternity." 

Our  friend,  whom  equal  to  ourfelves  we  icver         115 

CompaiTionate  and  kind, 

Cries,  "  Will  you  leave  me  here  behind  .' 

"  Without  me  fly  to  the  bldVd  feats  above  ? 

«'  Without  me,  did  I  fay  ?    Ah  !    no  ; 

<f  Without  thy  friend  thou  canft  not  go ;  120 

*;  For  though  thou  leav'ft  me  grov'iing  here  belcw, 

**  My  foul  with  thee  fhall  upward  fly 

•"  And  bear  thy  fpirit  company 

"  Through  the  bright  paffage  of  the  yielding  fky. 

•'  E'en  death,  that  parts  thee  from  thyielf,  (hall  be 

"  Incapable  to  feparate  i2t> 

**  (For  'tis  not  in  the  pow'r  of  Fate) 

"  My  friend,  my  beft,  my  deareft  friend  and  me  5 

"  But,   fmce  it  muft  be  io,  farewel, 

"  For  ever !  no  5  for  we  mall  meet  again,  1 30 

"  And  live  like  gods,  though  now  we  die  like  men, 

**  In  the  eternal  regions  where  juft  fpirits  dwell.1' 

\U, 

The  foul,  unable  longer  to  maintain 
The  fruit  Ids  and  unequal  ftrife, 

Finding  her  weak  endeavours  vain  135 

To  keep  the  counterfcrap  of  life, 
By  flow  degrees  retires  towards  the  heart. 
And  fortifies  that  little  fort 
With  all  the  kind  artilleries  of  art, 
Botanic  legions  guarding  ev'ry  port  ;  140 

But  Death,  whole  arms  no  mortal  can  repel, 
A  formal  fiege  difdains  to.  lay, 
Summons  his  fierce  battalions  to  the  fray, 
And  in  a  minute  itorms  the  feeble  citadel, 
gometimes  we  may  capitulate,  and  he  145 

pretends  to  make  a  folid  peace  j 
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But  'tis  all  mam,   all  artifice, 
That  we  may  negligent  and  carelefs  be  ; 
For  if  his  armies  are  withdrawn  to-day, 
And  we  believe  no  danger  near,  1 50 

But  all  is  peaceable  and  all  is  clear, 
His  troops  return  fome  unexpected  way ; 
While  in  the  ibft  embrace  of  Sleep  we  lie, 
The  lecret  murderers  ftab  us,  and  we  die. 

VIII. 

Since  our  firft  parents'  fall  155 

Inevitable  death  defcends  on  all, 
A  portion  none  of  human  race  can  mifs  ; 
But  that  which  makes  it  fweet  or  bitter  is 
The  fears  of  mifery,  or  certain  hopes  of  blifs  : 
For  when  th'  impenitent  and  wicked  die,  1 60 

Loaded  with  crimes  and  infamy  : 
If  any  ienfe  at  that  fad  time  remains, 
They  feel  amazing  terrors,  mighty  pains, 
The  earneft  of  that  vaft  ftupendous  woe 
Which  they  to  all  eternity  mull  undergo,  165 

Confined  in  hell  with  everlafting  chains. 
Infernal  fpirits  hover  in  the  air, 
Like  rav'nous  wolves,  to  feize  upon  the  prey, 
And  hurry  the  departed  fouls  away 
To  the  dark  receptacles  of  defpair,  I7< 

Where  they  muft  dwell  till  that  tremendous  day 
When  the  loud  trump  (hall  call  them  to  appear 
Before  a  Judge  moft  terrible  and  moft  fevere, 
By  whofe  juft  fentence  they  muft  go 
To  everlalling  pains  and  endlefs  woe.  17  • 

IX. 

'  But  the  good  man,  whofe  ibul  is  pure, 
Unfpotted,  regular,  and  free 
From  all  the  ugly  ftains  of  luft  and  villany, 
Of  mercy  and  of  pardon  fure, 
Looks  thro'  the  darknefs  of  the  gloomy  night, 
And  fees  the. dawning  of  a  glorious  day  j 
Sees  crowds. of  angels  ready  to  convey 
His  foul,  whene'£r  me  takes  her  flight:, 
To  the  furprifmg  manfions  of  immortal  light: 
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Then  the  celeftial  guards  around  him  itand,  185 

Nor  luffer  the  black  demons  of  the  air 

T'oppoie  his  paffage  to  the  promis'd  land, 

Or  terrify  his  thoughts  with  wild  difpair, 

But  all  is  calm  within,  and  all  without  is  fair. 

His  prayers,  his  chanty,  his  virtues,  prel's  T  90 

To  plead  for  mercy  when  he  wants  it  moft  j 

Not  one  of  all  the  happy  number's  loft, 

And  thofe  bright  advocates  ne'er  want  fuccefs  : 

But  when  the  foul's  released  from  dull  mortality, 

She  paries  up  in  triumph  through  the  (ky,  195 

Where  (he's  united  to  a  glorious  throng 

Of  angels,  who,  with  a  celeftial  fong, 

Congratulate  her  conqueft  as  (he  flies  along. 

Jx» 

If,  therefore,  all  muft  quit  the  ftage, 

When,  or  how  foon,  we  cannot  know,  200 

But  late  or  early  we  are  fure  to  go, 

In  the  frefti  bloom  of  youth  or  wither'd  age, 

We  cannot  take  too  fedulous  a  care 

In  this  important  grand  affair, 

For  as  we  die  we  muft  remain ;  205 

Hereafter  all  our  hopes  are  vain, 

To  make  our  peace  with  Heaven,  or  to  return  again. 

The  Heathen,  who  no  better  underftood 

Than  what  the  light  of  Nature  taught,  declar'd 

No  future  mifery  could  be  prepar'd  210 

For  the  fincere,  the  merciful,  the  good  ; 

But  if  there  was  a  ftate  ot  reft, 

They  mould  with  the  fame  happinefs  be  bleft 

As  the  immortal  gods,  if  gods  there  were,  pofleft. 

We  have  the  promife  of  eternal  Truth,  21  s 

Thofe  who  live  well,  and  pious  paths  puriue, 

To  man  and  to  their  Maker  true, 

Le^  'em  expire  in  age  or  youth, 

Can  never  mil's 

The::'  way  to  everlaftins;  blifs  ;  220 

But  from  a  world  of  mifery  and  care 

To  maniions  of  eternal  eaie  repair, 
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Where  joy  in  full  perfection  flows, 

And  in  an  endlefs  circle  move 

Through  the  vaft  round  of  beatific  love, 

Which  no  ceffationjcnows.  azf 

ON  THE  GENERAL  CONFLAGRATION, 

AND  ENSUING  JUDGMENT. 
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Efle  quoque  in  fatis,  reminifcitur,  affore  tempus 

<Quo  mare,  quotellus,  correptaque  regia  coeli 

Ardeat,  et  mundi  moles  operofa  laboret.          £.  OVID.  MET. 

NOW  the  black  days  of  univerfal  doom, 
Which  wondrous  prophecies  foretold,  are  corae: 
What  ftrong  convulfions,  what  ftupendous  woe, 
Muft  finking  Nature  undergo, 

Amidft  the  dreadful  wreck  and  final  overthrow  1         5 
lylethinks  I  hoar  her,  confcious  of  her  fate, 
With  fearful  groans  and  hideous  cries 
Fill  the  preiaging  flcies, 
Unable  to  fupport  the  weight 

Or  of  the  prefent  or  approaching  miferies.  i« 

Methinks  I  hear  her  lummon  all 
Her  guilty  offspring,  raving  with  defpair, 
And  trembling,  cry  aloud,  "  Prepare, 
**  Ye  fublunaiy  Pow'rs !  t'atteiid  my  funeral."" 

II. 

See !  fee  the  tragical  portents, 
Thofe  dil'mal  harbingers  of  dire  events, 
Loud  thunders  roar,  and  darting  lightnings  fly 
Through  the  dark  concave  of  the  troubled  iky  j 
The  fiery  ravage  is  begun,  the  end  is  nigh. 
See  how  the  glaring  meteors  blaze  I 
Like  baleful  torches,  O,  they  come, 
To  light  diffolving  Nature  to  her  tomb  1 
And,  featuring  round  their  peftilential  rays, 
Strike  the  affrighted  nations  with  a  wild  amaze. 
Vaft  meets  of  flame  and  globes  of  fire, 
.By  an  impetuous  wind,  are  driven 
Through  all  the  regions  of  th' inferior  heaven, 
Till  hid  in  fulph'rous  fmoke  they  feemingly  expire. 
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III. 

Sad  and  amazing  'tis  to  fee 

What  mad  confufion  rages  over  all  30 

This  fcorching  ball  1 

No  country  is  exempt,  no  nation  free, 

But  each  partakes  the  epidemic  mifery. 

What  diimal  havcc  of  mankind  is  made 

By  wars,  and  peftilence,  and  dearth,  35 

Through  the  whole  mournful  earth, 

Which  with  a  murd'ring  fury  they  invade, 

Forfook  by  Providence  and  all  propitious  aid  ! 

Whilft  fiends  let  loofe,  their  utmoilrage  employ 

To  ruin  all  things  here  below  ;  40 

Their  malice  and  revenge  no  limits  know, 

But  in  the  univerfal  tumult  all  deftroy. 

IV. 

Diftra6led  mortals  from  their  cities  fly 
For  fafety  to  their  champaign  ground  ; 
But  there  no  fafety  can  be  found  j  45 

The  vengeance  of  an  angry  Deity, 
With  unrelenting  fury ,  does  incloie  them  round  : 
And  whilft  for  mercy  ibme  aloud  implore 
The  God  they  ridicuPd  before  j 
And  others,  raving  with  their  woe,  50 

(For  hunger,  thirll,  defpair,  they  undergo) 
Blafpheme  and  curfe  the  pow'r  they  mould  adore  : 
The  earth,  parch'd  up  with  drought,  her  jaws  extends, 
And  op'ning  wide  a  dreadful  tomb, 
The  howling  multitude  at  once  defcends  55 

Together  all  into  her  burning  womb. 

The  trembling  Alps  abfcond  their  £ged  heads 

In  mighty  pillars  of  infernal  lirtoke, 

Which  from  their  bellowing  caverns  broke, 

And  fuffocates  whole  nations  where  it  fpreads.         60 

Sometimes  the  fire  within  divides 

The  mafly  rivers  of  thole  fecret  chains 

Which  hold  together  their  prodigious  fides; 

And  Jiurls  the  mattered  rocks  o'er  all  the  plains, 
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While  towns  and  cities,  ev'ry  thing  below,  65 

Is  overwhelra'd  with  the  fame  burft  of  woe. 

VI. 

No  mow'rs  defcend  from  the  malignant  (ley 
To  cool  the  burning  of  the  thirfty  field  ; 
The  trees  no  leaves,  no  grafs  the  meadows,  yield, 
But  all  is  barren,  all  is  dry.  70 

The  little  rivulets  no  more 
To  larger  ftreams  their  tribute  pay, 
Nor  to  the  ebbing  ocean  they, 

Which,  with  a  ftrange  unufual  roar,  [before, 

Forfakes  thofe  ancient  bounds  they  would  have  pal's'd 
And  to  the  monftrous  deep  in  vain  retires  :  76 

For  e'en  the  deep  itfelf  is  not  fecure, 
But,  belching  lubterraneous  fires, 
Increafes  ft  ill  the  fcalding  calenture, 
Which  neither  earth,  nor  air,  nor  water,  can  endure. 

VII. 

The  fun,  by  fympathy,  concerned  Si 

At  thofe  convulfions,  pangs,  and  agonies, 
Which  on  the  whole  creation  feize, 
Is  to  fubftantial  darknefs  turn'd. 
The  neighboring  moon,  as  if  a  purple  flood 
O'erflow'd  her  tott'ring  orb,  appears 
Like  a  huge  mafs  of  black  corrupting  blood, 
For  me  herfelf  a  diflolution  fears. 
The  larger  planets,  which  once  flione  ib  bright 
With  the  reflected  rays  of  borrowed  light, 
Shook  from  their  centre,  without  motion  lie 
Unwieldy  globes  of  folid  night, 
And  ruinous  lumber  of  the  fky, 

VIII. 

Amidft  this  dreadful  hurricane  of  woes 
(For  fire,  confufion,  horror,  and  defpair, 
Fill  ev'ry  region  of  the  tortur'd  earth  and  air) 
The  great  archangel  his  loud  trumpet  blows  j 
At  whole  amazing  found  frefli  agonies 
Upon  expiring  nature  feize  : 
For  rjow  (he'll  in  few  minutes  know 
Th'  ultimate  event  and  fate  of  all  below. 
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Awake,  ye  dead  !  awake  i  he  cries  j 
(For  all  muft  come) 
All  that  had  human  breath,  arife, 
To  hear  your  laft  unalterable  doom !  105 

IX. 

At  this  the  ghaftly  tyrant,  who  had  fway'd 
So  many  thoufand  ages  uncontrolled, 
No  longer  could  his  fceptre  hold, 
But  gave  up  all,  and  was  himfelf  a  captive  made. 
The  fcatter'd  particles  of  human  clay,  no 

Which  in  the  filent  grave's  dark  chambers  lay, 
Relume  their  priftine  forms  again. 
And  now  from  mortal  grow  immortal  men. 
Stupendous  energy  of  i'acred  pow'r  ! 
Which  can  collecl:  wherever  caft,  115 

The  fmalleft  atoms,  and  that  fhape  reftore 
Which  they  had  worn  fo  many  years  before, 
That  thro1  itrange  accidents  and  numerous  changes  paft. 

-X.. 

See  how  the  joyful  angels  fly 

From  ev'ry  quarter  of  the  iky,  12* 

To  gather,  and  to  convoy  all 

The  pious  fons  of  human  race 

To  one  capacious  place, 

Above  the  confines  of  this  flaming  ball. 

See  with  what  tendernefs  and  love  they  bear  125 

Thole  righteous  fouls  thro1  the  tumultuous  air, 

Whilft  the  ungodly  ftand  below, 

Raging  with  fhame,  confulion  and  dei'pair, 

Amidft  the  burning  overthrow, 

Expecting  fiercer  torments  and  acuter  woe.  130 

Round  them  infernal  fpirits  howling  fly ; 

?<  O  horror!  curies!   tortures!  chains!11  they  cry, 

And  roar  aloud  with  execrable  bJalphemy. 

XI. 

Hark  !  how  the  daring  fons  of  Infamy, 
Who  once  diflblv1d  in  plcafures  lay,  135 

And  laugh'd  at  this  tremendous  day, 
.  To  rocks  and  mountains  now  to  hide  'em  cry  j 
But  rocks  and  mountains  all  in  afhe?  lie. 
F 


fa  POMFRET'S  POEMS. 

Their  fhame's  fo  mighty,  and  fo  ftrong  their  fear, 

That,  rather  than  appear  140 

Before  a  God  incens'd,  they  would  be  hurl'd 

Amongft  the  burning  ruins  of  the  world, 

And  lie  concealed,  it  pofiible,  for  ever  there. 

Time  was  they  would  not  own  a  Deity, 

Nor  after  death  a  future  ftate  ;  14.5 

But  now,  by  lad  experience,  find  too  late 

There  is,  and  terrible  to  that  degree, 

That  rather  than  behold  his  face  they  ceafe  to  be. 

And  fure  'tis  better,  if  heaven  would  give  conient, 

To  have  no  being ;  but  they  muft  remain  1 50 

For  ever,  and  for  ever  be  in  pain. 

O  inexprefTible,  ftupendous  punifhment, 

Which  cannot  be  endur'd,  yet  muft  be  underwent! 

XII. 

But  now  the  eaftern  fkies  expanding  wide, 
The  glorious  Judge  Omnipotent  defcends,  1 54 

And  to  the  fublunary  world  his  paffage  bends, 
Where,  cloath'd  with  human  nature,  he  did  oncerefide. 
Round  him  the  bright  etherial  armies  fly, 
And  round  triumphant  hallelujahs  fmg, 
With  fongs  of  praife,  and  hymns  of  victory, 
To  their  celeftial  King  ; 
"  All  glory,  pow'r,  dominion,  majefty, 
"  Now,  and  for  everlafting  ages,  be 
"  To  the  eflential  One  and  co-eternal  Three ! 
"  Perifh  that  world,  as  'tis  decreed, 
<{  Which  faw  the  God  incarnate  bleed ! 
<c  Perim,  by  thy  almighty  vengeance,  thofe 
"  Who  durft  thy  perfon  or  thy  laws  expofe ; 
"  The  curfed  refufe  of  mankind,  and  hell's  proud  fe 
"  Now  to  the  unbelieving  nations  mow 
"  Thou  art  a  God  from  all  eternity  j 
"  Not  titular,  or  but  by  office  fo  j 
"  And  let  'em  the  myfterious  union  fee 
"  Of  human  nature  with  the  Deity." 

XIII. 

With  mighty  tranfports,  yet  with  awful  fears, 
The  good  behold  this  glorious  fight  j 
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Their  God  in  allhismajefty  appears, 

Ineffable,  amazing  bright, 

And  feated  on  a  throne  of  everlafting  light. 

Round  the  tribunal,  next  to  the  Molt  High,  iSo 

In  facred  discipline  and  order,  Hand 

The  peers  and  princes  of  the  fky, 

As  they  excel  in  glory  or  command. 

Upon  the  right  hand  that  illuftrious  crowd, 

In  the  white  boibm  of  a  fhining  cloud, 

Whole  fouls,  abhorring  all  ignoble  crimes, 

Did,  with  a  fteady  courfe,  purfue 

His  holy  precepts  in  the  worft  of  times,  [do. 

Maugre  what  earth  or  hell,  what  men  or  devils,  could 

And  now  that  God  they  did  to  death  adore,  1 90 

For  whom  fuch  torments  and  liich  pains  they  bore, 

Returns  to  place  them  on  thofe  thrones  above, 

Where,  undifturbM,  uncloy'd,  they  will  poflefs 

Divine  fubliantial  happineis, 

Unbounded  as  his  pow'r,  and  lafting  as  his  love.  195 
XIV. 

€<  Go,  bring,""  the  Judge  impartial,  frowning,  cries, 

"  Thofe  rebel  fons  who  did  my  laws  defpife j 

'*  Whom  neither  threats  nor  promifes  could  move, 

<c  Not  all  my  fufferings,  nor  all  my  love, 

"  To  fave  themfelves  from  everlafting  miferies."    200 

At  this  ten  millions  of  archangels  flew 

Swifter  than  lightning,  or  the  fwifteft  thought, 

And  lefs  than  in  an  inftant  brought 

The  wretched,  curs'd  infernal  crew ; 

Who  with  diftorted  afpefts,  come  205 

To  hear  their  fad  intolerable  doom. 

"  Alas!"  they  cry,  "  one  beam  of  mercy  mow, 
Thou  all-forgiving  Deity  !" 
To  pardon  crimes  is  natural  to  thee  ; 
Crufli  us  to  nothing,  or  fufpend  our  woe :  210 

But  if  it  cannot,  cannot  be, 
And  we  muft  go  into  a  gulf  of  fire, 
(For  who  can  with  Omnipotence  contend  ?^ 
Grant,  forthou  art  a  God,  it  may  at  laft  expire, 
And  all  our  tortures  have  an  end.  215 

F  2 
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"  Eternal  burnings,  O!  we  cannot  bear, 
"  Tho'  now  our  bodies  too  immortal  are. 
"  Let  'em  be  pungent  to  the  lad  degree  ; 
"  And  let  our  pains  innumerable  be  ; 
"  But  let  'em  not  extend  to  all  eternity !"  zzo 

XV. 

Lo !  now  there  does  no  place  remain 
For  penitence  and  tears,  but  all 
Mult  by  their  actions  ftand  or  fall : 
To  hope  for  pity  is  in  vain ; 

The  die  is  call,  and  not  to  be  recalled  again.          225 
Two  mighty  books  are  by  two  angels  brought  j 
In  this,  impartially  recorded,  ftands 
The  law  of  Nature,  and  divine  commands  j 
In  that,  each  action,  word,  and  thought, 
Whate'er  was  faid  in  fecret,  or  in  lecret  wrought.  230 
Then  firft  the  virtuous  and  the  good, 
Who  all  the  fury  of  temptation  flood, 
And  bravely  pals'd  thro'  ignominy,  chains,  and  blood, 
Attended  by  their  guardian  angels,  come 
To  the  tremendous  bar  of  final  doom.  235 

In  vain  the  grand  Accufer,  railing,  brings 
A  long  indictment  of  enormous  things, 
Whole  guilt  wip'd  off  by  penitential  tears, 
And  their  Redeemer's  blood  and  agonies, 
No  more,  to  their  aftonifhment  appears, 
But  in  the  lecret  womb  of  dark  Oblivion  lies. 

XVI. 
"  Come  now,  my  friends  1"  he  cries;  "  ye  fons  of  Grace, 

'  Partakers  once  of  all  my  wrongs  and  lhame, 

'  Defpis'd  and  hated /or  my  name  5 

*  Come  to  your  Saviour's  and  your  God's  embrace! 

'  Afcend,  and  thole  bright  diadems  poiTefs,  24.6 

'  For  you  by  my  eternal  Father  made 

*  Naked,  and  Itarv'd  almoil  for  want  of  bread, 

*  You  did  your  kindly  vilits  pay,  t 
'  Both  clothed  my  body,  and  my  hunger  fed. 

4  Weary 'd  with  lickneis,  oropprciVd  with  grief, 
"  Your  hand  was  always  ready  to  i'upply  j 
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**  Whene'er  I  wanted,  you  were  always  by 
"  To  (hare  my  forrows,  or  to  give  relief. 
"  In  all  diftrefs  fo  tender  was  your  love, 
**  I  could  no  anxious  trouble  bear  j  260 

"  No  black  misfortune  or  vexatious  care, 
"  But  you  were  ftill  impatient  to  remove, 
"  And  mourn' d  your  charitable  hand  mould  unfuc- 
"  All  this  you  did,  tho'  not  to  me         [cefsful  prove, 
"  In  perfon,  yet  to  mine  in  mifery ;  265 

"  And  mail  for  ever  live 
"  In  all  the  glories  that  a  God  can  give, 
"  Or  a  created  being's  able  to  receive." 

XVII. 

At  this  the  architects  divine  on  high 
Innumerable  thrones  of  glory  raife,  270 

On  which  they,  in  appointed  order,  place 
The  human  coheirs  of  eternity, 
And  with  united  hymns  the-  God  incarnate  praife  : 
"  O  holy,  holy,  holy  Lord, 

"  Eternal  God,  almighty  One,  275 

"  Be  thou  for  ever,  and  be  thou  alone,  • 
"  By  all  thy  creatures  conftantly  ador'd  ! 
"  Ineffable  coequal  Three, 
t(  Who  from  nonentity  gave  birth 
"  To  angels  and  to  men,  to  heaven  and  to  earth,  280 
"  Yet  always  waft  thyfelf,  and  wilt  forever  be! 
"  But  for  thy  mercy  we  had  ne'er  pofleft 
"  Thefe  thrones,  and  this  immenfe  felicity, 
tf  Could  ne'er  have  been  fo  infinitely  bleft : 
"  Therefore  all  glory,  povv'r,  dominion,  majcfty, 
"  To  thee,  O  Lamb  of  God  !  to  thee  a86 

"  Forever,  longer  than  forever,  be!'* 

XVIII. 

Then  the  incarnate  Godhead  turns  his  face 
To  thofe  upon  the  left,  and  cries, 
(Almighty  vengeance  flaming  in  his  eyes)  29* 

"  Ye  impious,  unbelieving  race  ! 
"  To  thofe  eternal  torments  go, 
"  Prepar'd  for  thofe  rebellious  fons  of  light, 
"  In  burning  darknefs  and  iu  flaming  night, 
F    3 
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"  Which  mail  no  limit  or  ceffation  know,  293 

"  But  always  are  extreme,  and  aKvays  will  be  fo." 
The  final  llnteuce  pafs'd,  a  dreadful  cloud 
Inclcfing  all  the  miferable  crowd, 
A  mighty  hurricane  of  thunder  role, 
And  hund  'em  all  into  a  lake  of  fire,  300 

Which  never,  never,  never,  can  expire, 
The  vaft  abyfs  of  endleis  woes  ; 
Whilll  with  their  God  the  righteous  mount  on  high, 
In  glorious  triumph  pafiing  through  the  iky, 
To  joys  immenie,  andeverlaftjng  ecftafy.  3°5 

DIES  NOVISSIMA: 
OR,  THE  LAST  EPIPHANY. 

A  PINDARIC  ODE. 

On  Chrip  s  fecond  Appearance  to  judge  the  World. 

ADIEU,  ye  toyifh  reeds!  that  once  could  pleafe 
My  fofter  lips,  and  lull  my  cares  to  eale  : 
Begone  ;  I'll  wafte  no  more  vain  hours  with  you  j 
And  fmiling  Sylvia,  too,  adieu  ; 
A  brighter  pow'r  invokes  my  Mule, 
And  loftier  thoughts  and  raptures  dccj  ir.fufe. 
See  !  beck'ning  from  yon  cloud  he  (lands, 
And  promifes  affiftance  with  his  hands. 
I  feel  the  heavy  roll  ing  God, 
Incumbent,  revel  in  his  frail  abode.  10 

How  my  breaft  heaves,  and  pulfes  beat ! 
I  link,  I  fink,  beneath  the  furious  heat  j 
The  weighty  blifs  overwhelms  my  breaft, - 
And  overflowing  joys  profuiely  wafte. 
Some  nobler  bard,  O  facred  Pow'r !    infpire,  15 

Or  foul  more  large,   th'  elapfes  to  receive  j 
And,   brighter  yet,  to  catch  the  fire, 
And  each  gay  following  charm  from  death  to  fave  ! 
— In  vain  the  fuit — the  God  inflames  my  breaft  j 
I  rave,  with  ecftafies  oppreft  5 
I  rile,  the  mountains  lefien  and  retire  ; 
And  now  I  mix,  unfmg'd,  with  elemental  fire  ; 
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The  leading  deity  I  have  in  view, 

Nor  mortal  knows  as  yet  what  wonders  will  enfue. 

II. 

We  pafs'd  through  regions  of  unfully'd  light  j        15 
I  gaz'd  and  ficken'd  at  the  blifsful  fight  j 
A  fhudd'ring  palenefs  feiz'd  my  look  3 
At  laft  the  peft  flew  off,  and  thus  I  ipoke  ; 
"  Say,  facred  Guide  !  fhall  this  bright  clime 
"  Survive  the  fatal  teft  of  time,  30 

"  Or  perifii  with  our  mortal  globe  below, 
"  When  yonder  fun  no  longer  fhines  ?" 
Straight  I  finifli'd — veiling  low  : 
The  vifipnary  Pow'r  rejoins, 
"  'Tis  not  for  you  to  aflc,  nor  mine  to  fay,  35 

1  The  niceties  of  that  tremendous  day.     . 

'  Know,  when  o'erjadecl  Time  his  ronnd  has  iim, 

'  And  finiftYd  are  the  radiant  journies  of  the  fun, 

5  The  great  decifive  morn  mail  rife, 

*  And  heaven's  bright  Judge  appear  in  cp'ning  ikies  j 

'  Eternal  grace  and  juftice  he'll  beftow 
"  On  all  the  trembling  world  below. 

III. 

He  faid  ;  I  mus'd,  and  thus  return'd  ; 
"  What  enfigns,   courteous  ftranger  !   tell, 
"  Shall  the  brooding  day  reveal  ?"  45 

He  anfwer'd  mild 

"  Already,  ftupid  with  their  crimes, 

"  Blind  mortals  prcftrate  to  their  idols  lie  i 

"  Such  were  the  boding  times, 

"  Ere  ruin  blafted  from  the  fluicy  fky  j  50 

«  Diffolv'd  tliey  lay  in  fulfome  cafe, 

1  And  revelled  in  luxuriant  peace ; 

'  In  Bacchanals  they  did  their  hours  confume, 

;  And  Bacchanals  led  on  their  fwift  advancing  doom. 
IV. 

'  Adult'rate  chrifts  already  rife, 

1  And  dare  t'  alfuage  the  angiy  Ikies  ; 
«*  Erratic  throngs  their  Saviour's  blood  deny, 

<{  And  from  the  croi's,  alas  I    he  does.negleded  agh  j 
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tl  The  antichriftian  pow'r  has  rais'd  his  hydra  head, 
"  And  ruin,  only  lei's  than  Jeius'  health,  does  fpread. 
"  So  long  the  gore  thro'  poifon'd  veins  has  fiow'd,  61 
<f  That  fcarcely  ranker  is  a  Fury's  blood  j 
"  Yet  fpecious  artifice,  and  fair  difguife 
'*  The  monfter's  fhape  and  curs'd  defign  belies  : 
"  A  fiend's-  black  venom  in  an  angel's  mien  65 

<c  He  quaffs,  and  fcatters  the  contagious  fpleen  j 
"  Straight,  when  he  finishes  his  lavvlei's  reign, 
"  Nature  mail  paint  the  mining  fcene, 
"  Quick  as  the  lightning  which  infpires  the  train. 

<f  Forward  confufion  mail  provoke  the  fray,  70 

"  And  Nature  from  her  ancient  order  ftray  : 

"  Black  terupefts,  gathering  from  the  leas  around, 

*(  In  horrid  ranges  mall  advance  j 

"  And  as  they  march,  in  thickeft  fables  drown'd, 

ft  The  rival  thunder  from  the  clouds  mall  found,     75 

"  And  lightnings  join  the  fearful  dance  : 

"  The  bluft'ring  armies  o'er  the  Ikies  mall  fpread, 

"  And  univerfal  terror  Ihed  j 

tf  Loud  iiTuing  peals  and  rifing  meets  of  imoke 

"  Th'  encumber'd  region  of  the  air  mall  choke ; 

"  The  noify  main  mail  lafh  the  fufF'ring  more, 

"  And  from  the  rocks  the  breaking  billows  roar  j 

(t  Black  thunder  burfts,  blue  lightning  bums, 

'*  And  melting  worlds  to  heaps  of  afhes  turns  j 

•'  The  fcreft  mall  beneath  the  temped  bend,  85 

"  And  rugged  wings  the  nodding  cedars  rend. 

"  Reverfe  all  Nature's  web  mail  run, 

"  And  fpotlefs  mifrule  all  around 

"  Order,  its  flying  foe,  confound, 

"  Whilft  backward  all  the  threads  mall  hatte  to  be  un- 

"  Triumphant  Chaos,  with  his  oblique  wand     [fpun. 

"  (The  wand  with  which,  ere  time  begun, 

"  His  wand 'ring  Haves  he  did  command, 

"  And  made  'em  fcamper  right,  and  in  rude  ranges 

"  The  hoftile  haimony  mall  chafe,  [run) 

"  And  as  the  nymph  refigns  her  place,  96 


THE  LAST  EPIPHANY.  69 

"  And  panting  to  the  neighbouring  refuge  flies, 
"  The  formleis  ruffian  llaughters  with  his  eyes, 
"  And  following,  llorms  the  perching  dame's  retreat, 
"  Adding  the  terror  of  his  threat  ;  too 

tl  The  globe  mall  faintly  tremble  round, 
"  And  backward  jolt,  diflorted  with  the  wound. 

VII. 

<!  Swath'd  in  fubltantial  mrouds  of  night, 
ft  The  fick'ning  fun  mall  from  the  world  retire, 
"  Stripped  of  his  dazzling  robes  of  fire,  [light  $ 

"  Which,  dangling,  once  flied  round  a  lavifh  flood  of 
"  No  frail  eclipie,  but  all  eflential  ihade, 
"  Not  yielding  to  primeval  gloom, 
"  Whiift  day  was  yet  an  embryo  in  the  womb  ;      1 09 
"  Nor  glimmering  in  its  iburce  with  filver  ftreamers 
"  A  jetty  mixture  of  the  darknefs  ipread          [play'd* 
"  O'er  murm'ring  Egypt's  head  j 
"  And  that  which  angels  drew 
"  O'er  Nature's  face  when  Jefus  dy'd, 
'*  Which  fleeping  ghofls  for  this  miftook,  1 1 5 

<(  And,  riiing,  off  their  hanging  fun'rals  (hook, 
"  And  fleeting  pafs'd  expos'd  their  bloodlefs  breafts 

to  view, 
"  Yet  find  it  not  fo  dark,  and  to  their  dormitories  glide. 

VIII. 

"  Now  bolder  fir<?s  appear, 

"  And  o'er  the  palpable  obfcurement  fport,  i?o 

*'  Glaring  and  gay  as  falling  Lucifer,  [court, 

"  Yet  mark'd  with  fate,  as  when  he  fled  th'  etherial 
"  And  plung'd  into  the  op'ning  gulph  of  night : 
"  A  fabre  of  immortal  flame  I  bore,  124 

"  And  with  this  arm  his  flour' filing  plume  I  tore, 
"  And  ilraight  the  fiend  retreated  from  the  fight. 

IX. 

11  Mean  time  the  lambent  prodigies  on  high 
<c  Take  gamelbme  ineaiurei  in  the  Iky  } 
"  Joy'd  \vith  his  future  feafts,  the  thunder  roars 
*{  In  clic'/t.s  to  the  enormous  harmony, 
"  And  halloos  to  his  oft'spring  from  fulphureous  lores' ' 
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"  Applauding  how  they  tilt  and  how  they  fly, 
"  And  their  each  nimble  turn  and  radiant  embaffy. 

X. 

"  The  moon  turns  paler  at  the  fight, 
"  And  all  the  blazir.g  orbs  deny  their  light ;  135 

"  The  lightning  with  its  livid  tail, 
«'  A  train  of  glitt'ring  terrors  draws  behind, 
"  Which  o'er  the  trembling  world  prevail; 
"  WingM  and  blown  on  by  ftorms  of  wind, 
"  They  fhew  the  hideous  leaps  on  either  hand         140 
u  Of  Night,  that  fpreads  her  ebon  curtains  round, 
"  And  there  erefts  her  royal  ftand, 
tf  In  lev'n-fold  winding  jet  her  confcious  temples 
XF.  [bound. 

11  The  ib.rs  next,  flailing  from  their  fpheres, 
"  In  giddy  revolutions  leap  and  bound  j  145 

<(  Whilft  this  with  double  fury  glares, 
"  And  meditates  new  wars, 
"  And  wheels  in  fportive  gyres  around, 
"  Its  neighbour  fhall  advance  to  fight, 

4  And  while  each  offers  to  enlarge  his  right,          159 

'  The  general  ruin  fcall  increafe, 

'•  And  banifh  all  the  votaries  of  peace. 

(  No  more  the  ftars,  with  paler  beams, 

'  Shall  tremble  o'er  the  midnight  flreams, 

1  But  travel  downward  to  behold  155 

'  What  mimics  'em  fo  twinkling  there, 
"  And,  like  Narcuffus,  as  they  gain  more  near, 
lt  For  the  lov'd  image  ftraight  expii-e, 
"  And  agonize  in  warm  defire, 
"  Or  flake  their  luft  as  in  the  ftream  they  roll.        160 

XII. 

t(  Whilft  the  world  burns,  and  all  the  orbs  below 
"  In  their  viperous  ruins  glow, 
te  They  fmk,  and,  unfupported,  leave  the  flcies, 
"  Which  fall  abrupt,  and  tell  their  torment  in  the  nolle : 
"  Then  fee  th'  almighty  Judge,  fedate  and  bright,  165 
t(  Cloth'd  in  imperial  robes  of  light ! 
"  His  v.'ings  the  wind,  rough  itoirns  the  chariot  bear, 
"  And  nimbler  harbingers  before  him  fly, 
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f<  And  with  officious  rudenefs  brufh  the  air, 
"  Halt  as  he  halts,  then  doubling  in  their  flight,     170 
"  In  horrid  fport  with  one  another  vie, 
"  And  leave  behind' quick-winding  tracks  of  light  j 
"  Then  urging,  to  their  ranks  they  cloie,  [pole. 

"  And  ftiiv'ring,  left  they  ftart,  a  failing  caravan  com- 

XIII. 

"  T^he mighty  Judge  rides  in  tempeftuous  ftate,      175 
"  Whilit  mighty  guards  his  orders  wait : 
"  His  \vavingveftments  mine 

"  Bright  as  theTun,  which  lately  did  its  beams  refign, 
"  And  burnifh'd  wreaths  of  light  mall  make  his  form 

divine. 

"  Strong  beams  of  majefty  around  his  temples  play, 
"  And  the  tranfcendent  gaiety  of  his  nee  allay  :      i  S  i 
"  His  Father's  rev'rend  characters  he'll  wear, 
"  And  both  o'erw helm  with  light  and  overawe  with  fear. 
"  Myriads  of  angels  fhall  be  there, 
"  And  I,  perhaps,  dole  the  tremendous  rear :          185 
"  Angels,  the  h'rit  and  faired  ions  of  day, 
"  Clad  with  eternal  youth,  and  as  their  veftments  gay. 

XIV. 

"  Nor  for  magnificence  alone, 
*{  To  brighten  and  enlarge  the  pageant  fcene, 
"  Shall  we  encircle  his  more  dazzling  throne,          19* 

'  And  i'well  the  luftre  of  his  pompous  train ; 

'  The  nimble  minifters  of  bliis  or  woe 

«  We  (hall  attend,  and  fave,  or  deal  the  blow, 

'  As  he  admits  to  joy,  or  bids  to  pain. 
XV. 

1  The  welcome  news  1 9  5 

*  Thro'  ev'ry  angel's  breaft  frefh  raptures  fhall  diffuie. 
'  The  day  is  come  [doom  : 
'  When  Satan,  with  his  pow'rs,  fhall  fink  to  endiels 
f  No  more  fhall  we  his  hoflile  troops  purfue 

'  From  cloud  to  cloud,  nor  the  long  fight  renew.  200 
1  Then  Raphael,  big  with  life,  the  trump  fhall  found  j 
'  From  falling  fpheres  the  joyful  mufic  fhall  rebound : 

*  And  leas  and  ihores  fhall  casch  and  propagate  it  round. 
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**  Louder  he'll  blow,  and  it  mall  fpeak  more  Airill, 
"  Than  when  from  Sinai's  hill,  205 

"  In  thunder,  thro'  the  horrid  redd'ning  fmoke 
"  Th'  Almighty  fpoke. 
"  We'll  fhout  around  with  martial  joy, 
t(  And  thrice  the  vaulted  ikies  (hall  rend,  and  thrice  our 
"  Then  firit  th"  archangel's  voice  aloud  [(houts  reply. 
"  Shall  cheerfully  falute  the  day  and  throng, 
"  And  hallelujahs  fill  the  crowd, 
"  And  I,  perhaps,  (hall  clofe  the  fong. 

XVII. 

"  From  its  long  deep  all  human  race  fliall  rife, 
'•'  And  fee  the  morn  and  Judge  advancing  in  the  fkies  ; 
"  To  their  old  tenements  the  fouls  return,  [defcends. 
*f  Whilft  down  the  fteep  of  heaven  as  fwift  the  Judge 
"  Thefe  lock  illultrious  bright,  no  more  to  mourn 
"  Whilft,  fee !  diilrafted  looks  yon  ilalkiug  mades 

attend, 

"  The  faints  no  more  mail  conflict  on  the  deep,       a: 
"  Nor  rugged  waves  infult  the  lab'ringfliip, 
"  But  from  the  wreck  in  triumph  they  ariie, 
'*  And,  borne  to  blifs,  fliall  tread  empyreal  fkies."  a: 

UPON  THE  DIVINE  ATTRIBUTES. 

A  PINDARIC  ESSAY. 


SOPHOC. 
I.  UNITY.     ETERNITY. 

T  IT  THENCE  fprung  this  glorious  frame  ?  or  when 

V  V  began 

Things  to  exiil?  they  could  not  always  be: 
To  what  ftupendous  energy 
Shall  we  afcribe  the  origin  of  man; 
1  hat  caule  from  whence  all  beings  elfe  arofe 
Muft  felf-exiftent  be  alone, 
Entirely  perfect,  and  but  one; 
ISor  equal  nor  fuperior  knows : 
TwoFirfts,  in  reafon,  we  can  ne'er  fuppofe  : 
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If  that,  in  fali'e  opinion,  we  allow  10 

That  once  there  abfolutely  nothing  was, 
Then  nothing  could  be  now  j 
For  by  what  inftrument,  or  how, 
Shall  nonexillence  to  exi(j^nce  pafs  ? 
Thus  Ibmething  mud:  from  everlaiting  be  15 

Or  matter,  or  a  deity. 
If  matter  only  uncreate  we  grant, 
We  (hall  volition,  wit,  and  reafon,  want, 
An  agent  infinite,  and  a6Hon  free. 
Whence  does  volition,  whence  does  reafon,  flow  ?      20 
How  came  we  to  reflect,  defign,  and  know  ? 
This  from  a  nobler  nature  fprings, 
Diftincl  in  eflence  from  material  things, 
For  thoughtlefs  matter  cannot  thought  beftow  : 
But  if  we -own  a  God  fupreme,  25 

And  all  perfections  pofllble  in  him, 
In  him  does  bonndiefs  excellence  refide, 
Pow'r  to  create,  and  Providence  to  guide ; 
Unmade  himlelf,  could  no  beginning  have, 
But  to  all  iubrUnce  prime  exigence  gave  ?  30 

Can  what  he  will  deliroy,  and  what  he  pleafes  fave. 

II.    POWER. 

The  xmdefigning  hand  of  giddy  Chance 
Could  never  fill  with  globes  of  light, 
So  beautiful  and  io  amazing  bright, 
The  lofty  concave  of  the  valt  expanfe  :  35 

Thefe  could  proceed  from  no  lei's  pow'r  than  infinite. 
There's  not  one  atom  of  this  wond'rous  frame, 
Nor  ellence  intellectual,  but  took 
Exigence  when  the  great  Creator  fpoke, 
And  from  the  common  womb  of  empty  nothing  came. 
"  Let  iubftancebe,"  he  cry M,  and  ftraight  aroie      41 
Angelic  and  corporeal  too ; 
All  that  material  nature  mows. 
And  svhat  does  things  invifible  compofe, 
At  the  fame  inftant  Iprung  and  into  being  flew.         50 
jVlount  to  the  convex  of  the  higheft  fphere, 
Which  draws  a  mighty  circle  round, 
The  interior-orbs,  as  their  capacious  bound 
G 
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There  millions  of  new  miracles  appear ; 
There  dwell  the  eldeft  Tons  of  Pow' 
Who  firil  were  to  perfection  wrought, 
Firft  to  complete  exiftencc  brought, 
To  whom  their  Maker  did  dtf»en:e 
The  largeft  portions  of  created  excellence  : 
Eternal  now,  not  of  noceffity, 
As  if  they  could  not  ceafe  to  be, 
Or  were  from  poffible  deftru&ion  free, 
But  on  the  will  of  God  depend  ; 
For  that  which  could  begin  can  end  : 
Who  when  the  lower  worlds  were  made, 
Without  the  lead  miicarriage  or  defect, 
By  the  almighty  Architect, 
United  adoration  paid, 
And  withecftatic  gratitude  his  laws  obey'd. 

III. 

Philofophy  of  old  in  vain  eifay'd 
To  tell  us  how  this  mighty  frame 

Into  fuch  beauteous  order  cnme, 

But  by  Talfe  reasonings  faife  foundations  laid  : 

She  laboured  hard,  but  ftill  the  more  (he  wrought 

The  more  was  wilder'd  in  the  maze  of  thought. 

Sometimes  me  fancied  things  to  be 

Coeval  with  the  Deity, 

And  in  the  form  which  now  they  are 

From  everlaftingages  were. 

Sometimes  the  caiual  event 

Of  atoms  flowing  in  the  (pace  immenfe, 

Void  of  all  wiidom,  rule,  and  lenie, 

But,  by  a  lucky  accident 

Jumbled  into  this  icheme  of  wond'rous  excellence. 

'Twas  an  ertablim'd  article  of  old,  So 

Chief  of  the  philofophic  creed, 

And  does  in  natural  productions  hold, 

That  from  mere  nothing  nothing  could  proceed. 

Material  fubftance  never  could  have  role 

If  fome  exiftence  had  not  been  before,  85 

In  wiidom  infinite,  immenle  in  pow'r. 

Whatever  is  made  a  Maker  muft  fuppoie, 
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As  an  effecl  a  cauie  that  could  produce  it  fhows. 

Nature  and  art,  indeed,  have  bounds  ailign'd, 

And  only  forms  to  things,  not  being,  give  j  90 

'  That  from  Omnipotence  they  mull  receive  : 

But  the  eternal  felf-exiltgit  Mind 

Can,  with  a  fmglejfc/,  cauie  to  be 

All  that  the  wondrous  eye  iurveys, 

And  all  it  cannot  lee.  9 5 

Nature  may  fhape  a  beauteous  tree, 

And  art  a  noble  palace  raife, 

But  mull  not  to  creative  pow'r  afpire  j 

That  their  God  alone  can  claim, 

As  pre-exiiting  fubllance  doth  require ;  ico 

So  where  they  nothing  find  can  nothing  frame. 
IV.  WISDOM. 

Matter  produced  had  ftill  a  chaos  been, 

For  jarring  elements  engaged 

Eternal  battles  would  have  waged, 

And  fiird  with  endlefs  horror  the  tumultuous  fcene, 
-  If  Wiidom  infinite,  for  lei's  106 

Could  not  the  vaft  prodigious  embryo  wield, 

Or  ftrength  complete  to  laboring  nature  yield, 

Had  not,  with  actual  addrefs, 

Compos'd  the  bellowing  hurry,  and  eftablifh'd  peace. 

Whate'cr this  vifible creation  fhows  in 

That's  lovely,  uniform,  and  bright, 

That  gilds  the  morning  or  adorns  the  night, 

To  her  its  eminence  and  beauty  owes. 

By  her  all  creatures  have  their  ends  affign'd,  115 

Proportioned  to  rheir  nature  and  their  kind, 

To  which  they  fteadily  advance, 

Mov'd  by  right  Reaibn's  high  command, 

Or  guided  by  the  fecret  hand 

Of  real  inilinct  or  imaginary  chance.  12,0 

Nothing  but  men  reject  her  iacred  rules, 

Who  from  the  end  of  their  creution  liy, 

And  deviate  into  mi&ry  ; 

As  if  the  liberty  to  aft  like  fools 

Were  the  chief  cauie  that  heaven  made  'em  free.     125 
Ga 
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V.  PROVIDENCE. 

Bold  is  the  wretch  and  blafphemous  the  man, 

Who,  finite,  will  attempt  to  lean 

The  works  ot"  H;m  that's  infinitely  wile, 

And  thole  he  cannot  comprehend  denies  ; 

As  if  a  (pace  immenle  were  meaiurable  by  a  ipan.  130 

Thus  the  proud  iceptic  will  not  own 

That  Providence  the  world  direcls, 

Or  its  affairs  inlpecls, 

But  leaves  it  to  ittelf  alone. 

Ho\v  does  it  with,  almighty  grandeur  fuit,  IJ5 

To  be  concern'd  with  our  impertinence, 

Or  interpole  his  pow'r  for  the  defence 

Of  a  poor  mortal  or  a  itnfeleis  brute  ? 

Villains  could  never  fo  iiicceisiul  prove, 

And  unmolefled  in  their  pleaiures  live,  140 

With  honour,  eafe,  and  affluence,  give, 

While  inch  as  heaven  adore,  and  virtue  IO\T, 

And  moft  the  care  of  Providence  deierve, 

Oppreis'd  with  pain  and  ignominy  ilarve. 

What  reafon  can  the  wileft  mow  143 

Why  murder  does  unpuniuYd  go, 

If  the  Mcft  High,  that's  juft  and  good, 

Intends  and  governs  all  below, 

And  yet  regards  not  the  loud  cries  of  guiltleis  blocd  ? 

But  fliall  we  tilings  un'tarchahle  deny.  150 

Becaufe  our  reaion  cannot  tell  uu  why 

They  ^re  allowci.1  or  acted  by  the  Deity  ? 

'Tis  equally  above  the  reach  of  thought 

To  comprehend  how  matter  ftiould  be  brought 

From  nothing,  a*  exillent  be  155 

From  all  eternity, 

And  yet  that  matter  is,  we  feel  and  ice  ; 

Nor  is  it  eafier  to 

What  ligatured  the  ;bui  and  bcdy 

Or  how  the  mem'ry  does  th'  impreffion  take  iCo 

Of  thintrs,  and  to  the  mind  reilores  'em  back. 

VI. 

not  the  Almighty,  with  immediate  care, 
Dire  ci  and  govern  this  capacious  all, 
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Hc\v  foon  would  things  into  confufion  fall ! 
Earthquakes  the  trembling  ground  \vculd  tear,       165 
And  blazing  comets  rule  the  troubled  air  j 
Wide  inundations,  with  refiftlefs  force, 
The  lower  provinces  overflow, 
In  fpite  of  all  that  human  flrength  could  do, 
To  flop  the  raging  fea's  impetuous  courfe  :  170 

Murder  and  rapine  ev'ry  place  would  fill, 
And  finking  Virtue  ftoop  to  proi'p'rous  ill  j 
Devouring  peftilence  rave, 
And  all  that  part  of  nature  which  has  breath 
Deliver  to  the  tyranny  of  death,  175 

And  hurry  to  the  dungeons  of  the  grave, 
If  watchful  Providence  were  not  concern'd  to  fave. 
Let -the  brave  foldier  fpeak,  who  oft  has  been 
In  dreadful  (leges,  and  fierce  battles  feen, 
How  he's  preferv'd,  when  bombs  and  bullets  fly    180 
So  thick  that  fcarce  one  inch  of  air  is  free : 
And  tho'  he  does  ten  thoufand  fee 
Fall  at  his  feet,  and  in  a  moment  die, 
Unhurt  retreats,  or  gains  unhurt  the  victory. 
Let  the  poor  fliipwreck'd  failor  (how  185 

To  what  inviiible  protecting  pow'r 
He  did  his  life  and  fafety  owe 
When  the  loud  ftorm  his  well-built  velTel  tore, 
And  half  a  fhatter'd  plank  convey'd  him  to  the  fhore. 
Nay,  let  th'  ungrateful  fceptic  tell  us  how  icjo 

His  tender  infancy  protection  found," 
And  helplefs  childhood  was  with  fafety  crown'd, 
If  he'll  no  Providence  allow; 
When  he  had  nothing  but  his  nurfe's  arms 
To  guard  him  from  innumerable  fatal  harms  j        195 
From  childhood  how  to  youth  he  ran 
Securely,  and  from  thence  to  man  ; 
Plow,  in  the  (treng;:h  and  vigour  of  his  \vars, 
The  feeble  bark  of  life  he  faves, 

Amklft  the  fury  of  tempelluous  waves,  200 

From  all  the  dangers  he  forefees  or  fears, 
Yet  ev'ry  hour  'twixt  Scyllaand  Charybdi*  fleers, 
G  3 
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If  Providence,  which  can  the  Jeas  command, 
Held  not  the  rudder  with  a  Heady  Land  ? 

VII.    OMNIPRESENCE. 

'Tis  happy  for  the  Ions  of  men  that  Ke  205 

Who  all  exiftencc  out  of  nothing  made 

Supports  his  creatures  by  immediate  aid  ; 

But  then  this  all-intending  Deity 

Muft  omniprefent  be  : 

For  how  (hall  we,  by  demonftration,  {how  210 

The  Godhead  is  thi-i  moment  here, 

If  he's  not  prcient  ev'ry  where, 

And  always  ib  ? 

What's  not  perceptible  by  fenfemay  be 

Ten  thcuiand  miles  remote  from  me,  215 

Unleis  his  nature  is  from  limitation  free. 

In  vain  we  for  protection  pray, 

For  benefits  rcC/:  i  kars  raife, 

And  offer  up  our  hymns  and  praiie, 

In  vain  his  anger,  dread,  or  laws  obey  j 

An  abient  Gcd  from  ruin  can  defend 

No  more  than  can  an  abient  friend  j 

No  mere  is  capable  to  know 

How  gratefully  we  make  returns, 

When  the  loud  mufic  founds  or  viclim  burns, 

Than  a  poor  Indian  fnve  of  Mexico. 

If  Ib,  'tis  equally  in  vain 

The  profp'rcus  fings  und  wretched  mourns ; 

He  canned  hear  the  praiie  or  mitigate  the  pain. 

But  by  what  being  is  confin'd  130 

The  Godhead  we  adore  ? 

He.muft  have  equal  or  fuperior  pow'r : 

If  equal  only  they  each  other  bind; 

Soneither's  God,  if  we  define  him  right, 

For  ncither's  infinite:  233 

But  if  the  other  have  fuperior  might, 

Then  he  we  wormip  can't  pretend  to  be 

Omnipotent,  and  free 

From  all  reftraint,  and  fo  no  Deity. 

If  God  is  limited  in  fpace,  his  view,  24. 

His  knowledge,  pow'r,  and  wifdom*  is  fo  too  j 
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XJnlef*  we'il  own  that  thtfe  perfections  are 

At  all  times  prefent  evYy  where, 

Yet  he  himlelfnot  a&uaily  there  j 

Which  to  iuppofe,  that  ftrange  conclufion  brings,    245 

His  effence  and  his  attributes  are  ciifiYent  things. 

VIII.  IMMUTABILITY. 

As  the  fupreme  omnifcient  Mind 
Is  by  no  boundaries  confin'd, 
So  reafon  mufr.  acknowledge  him  to  be 
From  poflibie  mutation  tree;  250 

For  what  he  is  he  was  from  all  eternity. 
Change,  whether  the  effect  offeree  or  will, 
Mutt  argue  imperfection  {till , 
But  imperfection  in  a  deity, 

That's  abiblutely  perfect,  cannot  be.  :  $$ 

Who  can  compel,  without  his  own  confent, 
A  God  to  change,  that  is  omnipotent  ? 
And  evYy  alteration,  without  force, 
Is  for  the  better  or  the  worili. 

He  that  is  infinitely  wife,  260 

To  alter  for  the  worfe  will  never  chufe  j 
That  a  depravity  of  nature  mews  : 
And  he,  in  whom  all  true  perfection  lies, 
Cannot,  by  change,  to  greater  excellencies  rife. 
If  God  be  mutable,  which  way,  or  how,  265 

Shall  we  demonftrate  that  will  pleafe  him  HO\Y 
Wlii ch  did  a  thoufand  years  ago  ? 
And  'tis  impoflibleto  know 
What  he  forbids,  or  what  he  will  allow. 
Murder,  enchantment,  luft,  and  perjury,  279 

Did  in  the  fcreinaft  rank  of  vices  {land, 
Prohibited  by  an  exprefs  command  } 
But  whether  fuch  they  ftill  remain  to  be 
No  argument  will  positively  prove, 
Without  immediate  notice  from  above,  275 

If  the  almighty  Legiflator  can 
Be  chang'd,  like  his  inconflant  fubjecl  man. 
Uticjgtain  thus  what  to  perform  or  fliun, 
^^WuT intolerable  hazards  run, 
When  an  eternal  ftake  is  to  be  loft  or  won.  28  • 
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IX.  JUSTICE. 

Rejoice,  ye  Tons  of  Piety  !  and  fmg 
Loud  hallelujahs  to  his  glorious  name, 
Who  was,  and  will  for  ever  be,  the  fame  : 
Your  grateful  incenie  to  his  temples  bring, 
That  from  the  fmoking  altars  may  arife  285 

Clouds  of  perfumes  to  the  imperial  fkies. 
His  promiies  ftand  firm  to  you, 
And  endlefs  joy  will  be  beftow'd, 
As  fure  as  that  there  is  a  God, 

On  all  who  virtue  choofe,  and  righteous  paths  purfue. 
Nor  fhould  we  more  his  menaces  diftruil,  291 

For  while  he  is  a  deity  he  muft 
(As  infinitely  good)  be  infinitely  juft. 
But  does  it  with  a  gracious  Godhead  fuit, 
Whofe  mercy  is  his  darling  attribute,  295 

To  punifh  crimes  that  temporary  be, 
And  thole  but  trivial  offences  too, 
Mere -flips  of  human  nature,  i'mall  and  few, 
With  everlalling  mifery  ? 

This  mocks  the  mind, with  deep  reflections  fraught.  300 

And  reaibn  bends  beneath  the  ponderous  thought. 

Crimes  take  their  eftimate  from  guilt,  and  grow 

More  heinous  ftill,  the  more  they  do  incenfe 

That  God  to  whom  all  creatures  owe 

Pro  founded  reverence  j  30 

Tho%  as  to  that  degree  they  raife 

1  he  anger  of  the  merciful  moft  High, 

We  have  no  ftandard  to  difcern  it  by 

But  the  infliction  he  on  the  offender  lays : 

So  that,  if  endlefs  punifhment  on  all  301 

Our  unrepented  fins  muft  fall, 

None,  not  the  leaft,  can  be  accounted  fmall. 

That  God  is  in  perfection  juft,  mull  be 

Allow'd  by  all  that  own  a  deity : 

If  ib,  from  equity  he  cannot  fwerve,  315 

Nor  punifli  fmners  more  than  theydeferve. 

His  will  reveal'd  is  both  exprefs  and  clear  : 

"  Ye  curled  of  my  Father !  go 

'*  To  everlafting  woe." 
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If  everlailing  means  eternal  here,  520 

Duration  absolutely  without  end, 
Againft  which  fenie  fome  zealoufly  contend, 
That,  when  apply'd  to  paim,  it  only  means 
They  fliall  ten  thouiand  ages  Jaft, 
Ten  thouiand  more,  perhaps,  when  they  are  paft, 
But  not  eternal,  in  a  literal  ienfe :  326 

Yet  own  the  pleafures  of  the  jutl  remain 
So  long  as  there's  a  God  exiits  to  reign  : 
Tho'  none  can  give  a  iblid  reaibn  why 
The  word  eternity,  330 

To  heav'n  and  hell  indifferently  joined, 
Should  carry  ienfe  of  a  different  kind  3 
And  'tis  a  lad  experiment  to  try. 

X.  GOODNESS. 

But  if  there  be  one  attribute  divine 
With  greater  luftre  than  the  rell  can  mine  335 

'Tis  goodnefs,  which  we  ev'ry  moment  fee 
The  Godhead  exercife  with  iuch  delight, 
It  feems,  it  only  feems,  to  be 
The  beft-belov'd  perfection  of  the  Deity, 
And  more  than  infinite  :  340 

Without  that  he  could  never  prove 
The  proper  object  of  our  praiie  or  love. 
Were  he  not  good,  he'd  be  no  more  concerned 
To  hear  the  wretched  in  affliction  cry, 
Or  iee  the  guiltlefs  for  the  guiky  die,  345 

Than  Nero,  when  the  flaming  city  burn'd, 
And  weeping  Romans  o'er  its  ruinj  mourn'd. 
Eternal  juftice  then  would  be 
But  everiafting  cruelty  ; 

Pow'r  unreftrain'd,  almighty  violence,  350 

And  wifdom  unconfin'd  but  craft  immenle. 
T  Tis  goodneis  conftitutes  Him  that  he  is, 
And  thole 

Who  will  deny  him  this 

A  God  without  a  Deity  fuppofe.  355 

When  the  lewd  Atheitt  blaiphemoufly  fwears, 
By  his  tremendous  name, 
There  is  no  God,  but  all's  a  iham, 
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Infipid  tattle,  praife  and  prayers, 
Virtue,  pretence  j  and  all  the  i'acred  rules  360 

Religion  teaches,  tricks  to  cully  fools  j 
Juftice  would  ftrike  th'audacious  villain  dead, 
But  mercy  boundlefs  laves  his  guilty  head  ; 
Gives  him  protection,  and  allows  him  bread. 
Does  not  the  {inner,  whom  no  danger  awes,  365 

Without  reftraint  his  infamy  purfue, 
Rejoice  and  glory  in  it  too, 

Laugh  at  the  pow'r  divine,  and  ridicule  his  laws, 
Labour  in  vice  his  rivals  to  excel, 
That  when  lie's  dead  they  may  his  pupils  tell          370 
How  wittily  the  fool  was  damn'd,  haw  hard  he  fell  i 
Yet  this  vile  wretch  in  iafety  lives, 
Bleffings  in  common  with  the  beft  receives, 
Tho'  he  is  proud  t'affront  the  God  thole  bleffings  gives. 
The  cheerful  fun  his  influence  fheds  on  all,  375 

Has  no  refpeft  to  good  or  ill  ; 
And  fruitful  flmw'rs  without  diftin<5lion  fall, 
Which  fields  with  corn,  with  grals  the  paitures,  fill. 
The  bounteous  hand  of  Heav'n  beftows 
Succefs  and  honour  many  times  on  thoie  380 

Who  fcorn  his  fav'rites  and  carei's  his  foes. 

XL 

To  this  good  God,  whom  my  adventurous  pen 
Has  dared  to  celebrate 
In  lofty  Pindar's  drain, 

Tho'  with  unequalPd  ftrength  to  beai*  the  weight  385 
Of  iuch  a  ponderous  theme,  fo  infinitely  great  $ 
To  this  good  God  celeftial  fpirits  pay, 
With  ecftafy  divine,  inceffmt  praile, 
While  on  the  glories  of  his  face  they  gaze, 
In  the  bright  regions  of  eternal  day  :  .  390 

To  him  each  rational  exiftence  here, 
Whofe  breaft  one  fpark  of  gratitude  contains, 
In  whom  there  are  the  leaft  remains 
Of  piety  or  fear, 

His  tribute  brings  of  joyful  facrifice,  39  j 

For  pardon  prays,  and  for  protection  flies  : 
Nay,  the  inanimate  creation  give, 
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By  prompt  obedience  tolas  word, 
TnitincYive  honour  to  their  Lord, 

And  fhame  the  thinking  world  who  in  rebellion  live.  400 
With  heaven  and  earth,  then,  O  my  foul!  unite, 
And  the  great  God  of  both  adore  and  blefs, 
Who  gives  thee  competence,  content,  and  peace, 
The  only  fountains  of  fmcere  delight  j 
That  from  the  transitory  joyi  below  405 

Thou,  by  a  happy  exit,  may  ft  remove 
To  thole  ineffable  above, 
Which  from  the  vifion  of  the  Godhead  flow, 
And  neither  end,  decreafe,  nor  interruption  know. 
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CRUELTY  AND  LUST. 

AN    EPISTOLARY    ESSAY*. 

WHERE  can  the  wretched'ft  of  all  creatures  fly, 
To  tell  the  ftory  of  her  mifery  ? 
Where,  but  to  faithful  Celia,  in  whofe  mind 
A  manly  brav'ry's  with  ibft  pity  join'd  ? 
J  fear  thefe  lines  will  fcarce  be  underftood,  5 

Blurr'd  with  inceflknt  tears,  and  writ  in  blood  : 
But  if  you  can  the  mournful  pages  read, 
The  fad  relatiou  (hews  you  fuch  a  deed 
As  all  the  annals  of  th'  infernal  reign 
Shall  ftrive  to  equal  or  exceed  in  vain.  10 

Neronior's  fame,  no  doubt,  has  reached  your  ears, 
Whofe  cruelty  has  caus'cl  a  lea  of  tears, 
.FillM  each  lamenting  town  with  fun'ral  fighs, 
Deploring  widows'  flirieks  and  orphans'  cries. 
Atev'ry  health  the  horrid  monfter  quafTd  15 

Ten  wretches  dy'd,  and  as  they  dy'd,  he  iaugh'd, 
Till  tir'd  with  acting  devil,  he  was  led, 
Dmnk  with  excels  of  blood  and  wine,  to  bed. 
Oh !  curfed  place ! — I  can  no  more  command 
My  pen  ;  fliame  and  confufion  make  my  hand :          20 

*  This  piece  was  occafiorTd  by  the  barbarity  of  Kirke,  a  commander  in 
the  Weftcrn  n  >:<"  debauched  a  young  lady,  with  a  promii's 

tio  lave  tier  hufbaad'i  Ufs,  buthaogeu  him  the  next  morniuj;. 
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But  I  muft  on,  and  let  my  Celia  know 
How  barb'rous  are  my  wrongs,  how  vaftmy  woe  ! 
Amongft  the  crowd  of  Weftem  youths,  wEb  ran 
To  meet  the  brave  betray'd  unhappy  man*, 
My  hufband,  fatally  uniting,  went,  25 

Unus-'d  to  arms,  and  thoughtlefs  of  th'  event : 
But  when  the  battle  was  by  treach'ry  won, 
The  chief  and  all  but  his  talfe  friend  undone, 
Tho"1  in  the  tumult  of  that  defp'rate  night 
He  'icap'd  the  dreadful  ilaughter  of  the  fight,  30 

Yet  the  fagacious  blood-hounds,  fkill'd  too  well 
In  all  the  murd'ring  qualities  of  hell, 
Each  iecret  place  fo  regularly  beat, 
They  foon  difcover'd  his  unfafe  retreat. 
As  hungry  wolves  triumphing  o'er  their  prey,  35 

To  lure  deftruction  hurry  them  away  j 
So  the  purveyors  of  fierce  Molcc's  son 
With  Charion  to  the  common  butch'ry  run, 
Where  proud  Neronior  by  his  gibbet  ftood, 
To  glut  himfelf  with  fredi  fupplies  of  blood. 
Our  friends,  by  powerful  interceflion,  gain'd, 
A  fhort  reprieve,  but  for  three  days  obtainM, 
To  try  all  ways  might  to  companion  move 
The  favage  gen'ral  ;  but  in  vain  they  ftrove. 
When  I  perceiv'd  that  all  addrefies  faiPd, 
And  nothing  o'er  his  ftubborn  foul  prevail'd, 
Diftra6led  almoft,  to  his  tent  I  flew, 
To  make  the  laft  effort  what  tears  could  do. 
Low  on  my  knees  I  fell,  then  thus  began  : 
Great  genius  of  fuccefs  !  thou  more  than  man  !     5* 
Whole  arm;;  to  ev'ry  clime  have  terror  hurl'd, 
And  carry 'd.conqueft  round  the  trembling  world  ; 
Still  may  the  brighteil  glories  Fame  can  lend, 
Your  fword,  your  conduct,  and  your  cauie  attend. 
"  Here  now  the  arbiter  of  Fate  you  fit,  55 

"  While  luppliant  flaves  their  rebel  heads  fubmit. 
"  Oh!  pity  the  unfortunate,  and  give 
"  But  this  one  thing  j  oh !  let  but  Charion  live  ! 
"  And  take  die  little  all  that  we  poflels  j 

*  The  Duke  of  Mori: .«utfc. 
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«*  I'll  bear  the  meagre  anguifh  of  diiirefs  j  60 

"  Content,  nay,  pleas'd,  to  beg  or  earn  my  bread 
«'  Let  Charion  live,  no  matter  how  I'm  fed  ; 
te  The  faH  of  fuch  a  youth  no  luftre  brings 
«'  To  him  whofe  fword  performs  fuch  wondrous  things, 
"As  fhving  kingdoms  and  fupporting  kings.  65 

te  That  triumph  only  with  true  grandeur  fhines 
"  Where  godlike  courage  godlike  pity  Joins. 
tl  Cjefar,  the  eldeft  favourite  of  War, 
"  Took  not  more  pleafure  to  fubdue  than  fpare  j 
**  And  finee  in  battle  you  can  greater  be,  7.1 

"  That  over,  ben't  lefs  merciful  than  he. 
"  Ignoble  fpirits  by  revenge  are  known, 
'*  And  cruel  actions  fpoil  the  conqu'ror's  crown, 
"  In  future  hift'ries  fill  each  mournful  page 
*  With  tales  of  bleed  and  monuments  of  rage ;          75 
'  And  while  his  annals  are  with  horror  read, 
'  Men  curie  him  giving,  and  deteft  him  dead. 
'  O!v?  do  not  fully,  with  a  ianguine  dye, 
(  The  fouled  ftain)  fo  fair  a  memory  ! 
Then  as  you'll  live  the  glory  of  our  ifle,  So 

id  F?.te  on  all  your  expeditions  fmile  j 
So,  when  a  noble  courfe  you've  bravely  ran, 
Die  the  beft  foldier  and  the  happieft  man. 
None  can  the  turns  of  Providence  foreiee, 
Or  \vhat  their  own  cataftrophe  may  be  5  85 

Therefore,  to  perlbns  laboring  under  wee, 
That  mercy  they  may  want  fhould  always  fhow  : 
For  in  the  chance  of  war  the  flighteft  tiling 
May  lofe  the  battle  or  the  vicVry  bring  : 
And  how  would  you  that  general's  honour  prize,  90 
Should  in  cool  blood  his  captive  facrifice  ? 
"  He  that  with  rebel  arms  to  fight  is  led, 
To-fuftice  forfeits  his  opprobrious  head, 
But  'tis  unhappy  Ch?.rions*s  firft  offence, 
Sedue'd  by  fome  too  plaufible  pretence,  95 

To  take  the  injuring  fide  by  error  brought  j 
He  had  no  malice,  tho'  he  has  the  fault. 
Let  the  old  tempters  find  a  fhameful  grave, 
But  the  hali'-innocent,  the  tempted,  iave. 
H 
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"  Vengeance  divine,  tho'  for  the  greateft  crime,       100 

"  But  rarely  ftrikes  the  firft  or  fecond  time  j 

(t  And  he  bed  follows  the  Almighty's  will 

<f  Who  i'pares  the  guilty  he  has  pow'r  to  kill. 

"  When  proud  rebellions  would  unhinge  a  ftate, 

ft  And  wild  dilbrders  in  a  rand  create,  105 

"  *Tis  reqtiifite  the  firft  promoters  mould 

"  Put  out  the  flames  they  kindled  with  their  blood  j 

"  But  lure  'tis  a  degree  of  murder  all 

"  That  draw  their  fwords  mould  undiftinguim'd  fall ; 

"  And  fince  a  mercy  muft  to  fome  be  mown*  no 

"  Let  Charion  'mongft  the  happy  few  be  one  ; 

(t  For  as  none  guilty  has  lefs  guilt  than  he, 

"  So  none  for  pardon  has  a  fairer  plea. 

"  When  David's  general  had  won  the  field, 
**  And  Abfalom,-the  lov'd  ungrateful,  kill'd,          115- 
"  The  trumpets  founding  made  all  (laughter  ceafe, 
"  And  mifled  Ifraelites  returned  in  pe^ice. 
i(  The  action  pait,  where  ib  much  blood  was  fpilt, 
ft'  We  hear  of  none  arraign'd  for  that  day's  guilt, 
"  But  ail  concludes  with  the  defir'd  event,  120. 

ft  The  monarch  pardons,  and  the  Jews  repent. 

"  As  great  example  your  high  courage  warms, 
"  And  to  illuftrious  deeds  excites  your  arms, 
"  So  when  you  inftances  of  mercy  view, 
"  They  fnould  infpire  you  with  compaffion  too  } 
"  For  he  that  emulates  the  truly  brave 
"  Would  always  conquer,  and  mould  aKvays  fave." 

Here,  interrupting,  Item  Neronior  cry'd, 
(S weird  with  fucceTs,  and  blubber'd  up  with  pride) 
"  Madam,  his  life  depends  upon  my  will,  i  3: 

"  For  evYy  rebel  I  can  fpare  or  kill. 
<l  I'll  think  of  what  you've  laid  :  this  night  return 
{i  At  ten  :  perhaps  you'll  have  no  cauie  to  mourn. 
"  Go,  fee  yourhufoand  ;  bid  him  net  ik'ipnir; 
"  His  crime  is  great ;  but  you  are  wondrous  fair.'V 

W^hen  anxious  miieries  the  ibul  amaze, 
And  dire  confufion  in  the  fpirits  raile, 
Upon  the  leaft  appearance  of  relief 
Our  hopes  revive,  an4  mitigate  our  grief; 
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Impatience  makes  our  wiihes  earned  grow,  140 

Which  thro1  falfe  optics  our  deliverance  fhow  ; 
Per  while  we  fancy  danger  does  appear 
Moft  at  a  diftance,  it  is  oft  too  near  j 
And  many  times,  iecure  from  obvious  foes, 
We  fall  into  an  ambufcade  of  woes.  145 

PleasM  with  thefalie  Neronior's  dark  reply, 
I  thought  the  end  of  all  my  forrows  nigh, 
And  to  the  main-guard  haften'd,  where  the  prey 
Of  this  blood -thirity  fiend  in  durance  lay. 
When  Charion  law  me,  from  his  turfy  bed  150 

With  eagernefs  he  rais'd  his  drooping  head  : 
"  Oh !  fly,  my  dear !  this  guilty  place,"  he  cry'd 
"  And  in  fome  dillant  clime  thy  virtue  hide  : 
<{  Here  nothing;  but  the  fouleft  demons  dwell, 
"  The  refufe  of  the  damn'd,  and  mob  of  hell :  155 

{  The  air  they  breathe  is  ev'ry  atom  curft  : 
'  There's  no  degree  of  ills,  for  all  are  wbrft  : 
'  In  rapes  and  murders  they  alone  delight, 
'  And  villanies  of  lefs  importance  (light  j 

*  Acl  'em  indeed,  but  (corn  they  fliould  be  nam'd,  160 
'  For  all  their  glory's  to  be  more  than  damn'd. 

'  Neronior's  chief  of  this  infernal  crew, 
e  And  feems  to  merit  that  high  itation  too ; 
1  Nothing  but  rage  and  luft  infpire  his  breaft, 

*  By  Afmodai  and  Moloc  both  pofleft.  165 

*  When  told  you  went  to  intercede  for  me, 
'  It  threw  ray  ibul  into  an  agony  : 

{  Not  that  I  would  not  for  my  freedom  give 
'  What's  requifite,  or  do  not  wifh  to  live  j 

*  But  far  mv  fafety  I  can  ne'er  be  bafe,  170 
'  Or  buy  a  few  fhort  years  with  long  difgrace  ; 

*  Nor  would  I  have  your  yet  unfpotted  fame 

*  For  me  expcs'd  to  an  eternal  flianie. 

f  With  ignominy  to  prelerve  my  breath 

'  Is  worie,  by  infinite  degrees,  than  death.  1-5 

'  But  if  I  can't  my  life  with  honour  iave, 

'  With  honour  Fil  deicmd  into  the  grave  : 

*  For  tho'  Revenge  and  Mr.iice  boL'h  combine, 
(As  both  to  fix  my  ruin  Icem  to  join) 

Hz 
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Yet,  maugre  all  their  violence:  andlkill,  x$o 

I  can  die  juit,  end  I'm  refolv'd  I  will. 

"  But  what  is  death  we  ib  unwiiely  fear  ? 

An  end  of  all  our  buiy  tumults  here  } 

The  equal  lot  of  Poverty  and  State, 

Which  all  partake  of  by  a  certain  fate.  185 

Whoe'er  the  profpecT:  of  mankind  iurreys 

At  diverfe  ages,  and  by  diverie  ways, 

Will  find  them  from  this  noify  icene  retire  ; 

Some  the  fir  it  minute  that  they  .breathe  expire  j 

Others,  perhaps,  iurvive  to  talk  and  go,  190 

But  die  before  they  good  or  evil  know. 

Here  one  to  puberty  arrives,  and  thill 

Returns  lamented  to  the  duft  again  j 

Another  there  maintains  a  longer  ftrife 

With  all  the  pow'rfui  enemies  of  life,  195 

Till,  with  vexation  tir'd,  and  threescore  years, 

He  drops  into  the  dark  and  diiappears. 

Tm  young,  indeed,  and  might  expecl  to  fee 

Times  future  long,  and  late  pofterity  j 

'Tis  what  with  reafoa  I  could  wi(h  to  do,  *oa 

If  to  be  old  were  to  be  happy  too  : 

But  fmce  lubftantial  grief  fo  foon  deftroys 

The  guftof  all  imaginary  joys, 

Who  would  be  too  importunate  to  live, 

Or  more  for  life  than  it  can  merit  give  ? 

"  Beyond  the  grave  ftupendous  regions  lie, 

The  boundlefs  realms  of  vaft  eternity  ! 

Where 'minds,  ranov'dfrom  earthly  bodies,  dwell, 

But  who  their  government  or  laws  can  tell  ? 

What's  their  employment  till  the  final  doom,      ai 

And  time's  eternal  period  fhall  come  ? 

Thus  much  the  facred  Oracles  declare, 

That  all  are  blels'd  or  miierable  there  j 

Tho"1  if  there's  fuch  variety  of  fate, 

None  good  expire  tco  i'oon,  nor  bad  too  late,        21 

For  my  own  part,  with  refignation  itill 

I  can  fubmit  to  my  Creator's  will ; 

Let  him  recal  the  breath  fro:n  him  I  drew 

When  he  thinks  fit,  and  when  hepleafes  too 
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«'  The  way  of  dying  is  my  lead  concern  ;  2^0 

"  That  will  give  no  difturbance  to  my  urn. 
"  Tf  to  the  feats  of  happinefs  I  go, 
'*  There  end  all  pofilble  returns  of  woe  ; 
"  And  when  to  thofe  blefs'd  man  {ions  I  arrive, 
"  With  pity  I'll  behold  thofe  that  furvive.  225 

s-  Once  more,  I  beg  you'd  from  thefe  tents  retreat 
**  And  lea-ve  me  to  my  innocence  and  fate." 

"  Charion,"  laid  I,  "  oh  !  do  not  urge  my  flight ! 
et  I'll  fee  th'  event  of  this  important  night ; 
'*  Some  ftrange  prefages  in  my  foul  forbode  2  30 

"  The  worft  of  mis'ries  or  the  greateft  good. 
"  Few  hours  will  mew  the  utinoft  of  my  doom, 
"  A  joyful  fafety,  or  a  peaceful  tomb. 
<l  If  you  mile  any  I'm  refolv'd  to  try 
tf  If  gracious  heav'n  wiil  iuffer  me  to  die ;  235 

"  For  when  you  are  to  endld's  raptures  gone, 
"  If  I  furvive  'tis  but  to  be  undoiie. 
*(  Who  will  fupport  an  injur'd  widow's  right, 

From  fly  injuftice  or  opprefiive  might  ? 
'  Proteft  her  ptrfon,  or  lier  caufe  defend  ?  24.0 

'She  rarely  wants  a  foe  or  finds  a  friend. 

*  Pvf  no  diftmft  of  Providence  ;  but  ftill 

*  'Tis  bed  to  go  beyond  the  reach  of  ill ; 
;  And  thole  can  have  no  reafon  to  repent, 

*  Who,  tho'  they  die  betimes,  die  innocent.  24.5 
'  But  to  a  world  of  everlafting  biifs 

'  Why  would  you  go  p.nd  leave  me  here  in  this  ? 
'  'Tis  a  dark  paflage;  but  our  foes  fhallview 
'  I'll  die  as  calm,  tho1  not  ib  brave,  as  you, 
4  That  my  behaviour  to  the  lair  may  prove  250 

'  Your  courage  is  no  greater  than  my  love." 
The  hour  approach'd  :  as  to  Neronior's  tent, 
With  trembling  but  impatient  fteps  I  went, 
A  thoufand  horrors  throng' d  into  my  breaft, 
By  fad  ideas  and  ftrong  fears  porTeft  :  155 

Where'er  I  pafs'd  the  glaring  lights  would  (how 
Freih  objects  of  deipair,  and  fcenes  or  woe. 

Here,  in  a  crowd  of  drunken  foldiers,  flood 
A  wretched,  paar,  old  m-in,  b-lrnear'd  with  blood, 
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And  at  his  feet,  juft.  through  the  body  run,  t£» 

Struo;£rling  for  life,  was  laid  his  only  Ion, 
By  wuoi'e  hard  labour  he  was  daily  fed, 
Dividing  ftiil,  with  pious  care,  his  bread  $ 
And  while  he  mcurn'd,  with  floods  of  aged  tears, 
The  ible  iupport  of  his  decrepit  years,  265 

The  barb'rous  mob,  whole  rage  no  limit  knows, 
With  blaiphemous  derifion  mockM  his  woes. 

There,  under  a  wide  pak,  ditconiblate, 
And  drown'd  in  tears,  a  mournful  widow  fate  j 
High  in  the  boughs  the  murder'd  father  hung  j        27* 
Beneath  the  children  round  the  mother  clung  : 
They  cry 'd  for  food,  but  'twas  without  relief, 
For  ail  they  had  to  live  upon  was  grief. 
A  ibrrow  ib  intenfe,  iuch  deep  deipair, 
Nocreature  merely  human  long  could  bear.  275 

Firft  in  her  arms  her  weeping  babes  fhetook, 
And  with  a  groan  did  to  her  hulband  look, 
Then  lean'd  her  head  on  theirs,  and,  fighing,  cry'd, 
*'  Pity  me,  Saviour  of  the  world  !"  and  dy'd. 

From  this  fad  fpeclacle  my  eyes  I  turned,  280 

Where  ions  their  fathers,  maids  their  lovers,  mourrfd. 
Friends  for  their  friends,  filters  for  brothers,  wept, 
Pris'ners  of  war  in  chains  for  daughter  kept : 
Each  ev'ry  hour  did  the  black  meffage  dread 
Which  mould  declare  theperfon  lov'd  was  dead.     2^5 
Then  I  beheld,  with  brutal  ihouts  of  mirth, 
A  comely  youth,  and  of  no  common  birth, 
To  execution  led,  who  hardly  bore 
The  wounds  in  battle  he  received  before  ; 
And  as  he  pafsM,  I  heard  him  bravely  cry,  zgo 

"  I  neither  wifhtolive,  nor  fear  to  die." 

At  the  curs'd  tent  arrived,  without  delay 
They  did  me  to  the  General  convey, 

Who  thus  began 

"  Madam,  by  frem  intelligence  I  find  2^5 

"  That  Charion's  treafon's  oi'  the  blacked  kind, 

"  And  rny  commiiTion  is  exprefs,  to  fp'are 

te  None  that  fo  deeply  in  rebellion  are. 

tl  New  meafures  therefore  'tis  in  vain  to  trv  ; 
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"  No  pardon  can  be  granted,  he  mult  die  :  300 

"  Mult,  or  I  hazard  all  ;  which  yet  I'd  do 

"  To  be  oblig'o!  in  OIK-  requeit  by  you  ; 

"  And,  margre  ail  thedangeis  I  ioreiee, 

"  Be  mine  this  night,  I'll  let  your  huiband  free. 

"  Soldiers  are  rough,  and  cannot  hope  fuccefs          305 

'*  By  ilipplc  flattery  and  by  ibit  addreis  : 

"  The  pert  gay  coxcomb  by  thele  little  arts 

"  Gains  an  aicendant  o'er  the  ladies'  hearts  j 

"  But  I  can  no  luch  whining  methods  me  : 

**  Conient  he  lives,  he  dies  if  you  refufe.'"'  310 

Amaz'd  at  this  c;em?nd ;  faid  I,  "  The  brave 
"  Upon  ignoble  terms  dilciains  to  fave  ; 
x*  They  let  their  captives  itill  with  honour  live, 
*c  'No  more  require  than  what  themfelves  would  give  r 
**  For  gen'rous  victors,  as  they  fcorn  to  do  315 

**  Diflioneft  things,  fccrn  to  propcfe  'em  too. 
*'  Mercy,  thebrighteft  vittue  of  the  mind, 
"  Should  with  no  devious  appetite  be  join'd  j 
"  For  if,  \vhen  exercis'd,  a  crime  it  colt, 
"  Th'  intrinfic  luftre  of  the  deed  is  lolt.  320 

"  Great  men  their  actions  of  a  piece  mould  have, 
"  Heroic  all,  and  each  entirely  brave  ! 
fe  From  the  nice  rules  of  honour  none  Ihould  fwerve, 
<f  Done  becaule  good,  without  a  mean  referve. 

"  The  crimes  new  charg'd  upon  rh'  unhappy  youth 
<f  May  have  revenge  and  malice,  but  no  truth.         ^26 
<;  Suppole  the  accufation  juftly  brought, 
"  And  clearly  prov'd  to  the  minuted  thought, 
"  Yet  mercies  next  to  infinite  abate 
"  Offences  next  to  infinitely  great ;  330 

*£  And  'tis  the  glory  of  a  noble  mind 
"  In  full  forgiveneis  not  to  be  confin'd. 
"  Your  prince's  frowns  if  you  have  caufe  to  fear, 
te  This  a<5t  will  more  illuftrious  appear, 
<;  Tho'  his  excufe  can  never  be  withftood,  335 

*•  Who  dilbbeys  but  only  to  be  good. 
*•'  Pei haps  the  hazard's  more  than  you  exprefs  j 
fl  The  glory  would  be  were  the  danger  lefs  : 
*    Fcr  he  that,  to  hii  prejudice,  will  do 
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"  A  noble  aftion,  and  a  gen'rous  too,  34.0 

"  Deferves  to  wear  a  more  reiplenclant  crown 
"  Than  he  that  hath  a  thouiand  battles  won. 
'*  Do  not  invert  divine  companion  ib 
"  As  to  be  cruel  and  no  mercy  mow. 
"  Of  what  renown  can  fuch  an  a6lion  be,  34.5 

"  Which  laves  my-hulbandslife  but  ruins  me? 
"  Tho'  if  you  finally  refolve  to  iland 
"  Upon  fo  vile  inglorious  a  demand, 
"  He  muft  Jubmit :  if 'tis  my  fate  to  mourn 
**  His  death,  FH  bathe  with  virt'ous  tears  his  urn.  350 

"  Well,  Madam/'  haughtily,  Neronior  cry'd, 
€(  Your  courage  and  your  virtue  mail  be  try'd  j 
"  But  to  prevent  all  profpe6l  of  a  flight, 
"  Some  of  my  Lambs*  mall  be  your  guard  to-night : 
"  By  them,  no  doubt,  you'll  tenderly  be  us'd  ;        355 
"They  feldom  aflc  a  favour  that's  refus'd : 
"  Perhaps  you'll  find  them  fo  genteelly  bred, 
tf  They'll  leave  you  but  few  virt'ous  tears  to  Ihed. 
"  Surrounded  with  ib  innocent  a  throng, 
*'  The  night  muft  pals  delightfully  along;  360 

*'  And  in  the  morning,  fmce  you  will  not  give 
cf  What  I  require,  to  let  yourhulband  live, 
"  You  fhall  behold  him  figh  his  lateft  breath, 
11  And  gently  fwing  into  the  arms  of  Death. 
{t  His  fate  he  merits,  as  to  rebels  due,  365 

"  And  your's  will  be  as  much  dderv'd  by  you." 

Oh !  Celia,  think,  fo  far  as  thought  can  mow 
What  pangs  of  grief,  what  agonies  of  woe, 
At  this  dire  refolution,  leiz'd  my  breait, 
By  all  things  fad  and  terrible  pofTeft  !  37» 

In  vain  I  wept,  and  'twas  in  vain  I  pray'd, 
For  all  my  pray'rs  were  to  a  tiger  made  ; 
A  tiger !  worfe ;  for  'tis  beyond  difpute 
No  fiend's  fo  cruel  as  a  reasoning  brute. 
Encompas'd  thus,  and  hopelefs  of  relief,  375 

With  all  the  fquadrons  of  deipair  and  grief, 

Ruin it  was  not  poflible  to  fhun  : 

What  could  I  do  ?  oh !  what  would  you  hare  done  > 

Kirke  ufed  te  call  the  mo2  inham.ia  of  hi>  iVlciiir;  l»-nbs.. 
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The  hours  thnt  iniu/d  till  the  black  morn  returned 

With  tears  or"  blood  Ihoukl  be  for  ever  mourn'd  j      380 

When,  to  iiivelye  me  with  conlummate  grief, 

Beyond  exprcffion,  and  above  relief, 

"  Madam,"  the  nior.irtr  cry'd,  that  you  may  find 

1  cr.n  be  grateful  to  the  flur  that's  kind, 
'  Step  to  the  door,  I'll  mew  you  fuch  a  light  3^5 

*  Shall  overwhelm  your  iplrits  with  delight. 
'•  Does  not  that  wrench,  who  would  dethrone  his  king, 
'  Become  the  gibbet,  ar/J  adorn  the  firing  ? 
'  You  need  not  now  an  injur'd  hufband  dread  ; 
{  Living  he  might,  he'll  not  upbraid  you  dead.      390 
'  ' Tw;;i  for  your  lake  I  feiz'd  upon  his  life ; 
'  Pie  would,  perhaps,  have  fcorn'd  fo  chafte  a  wife. 
«  And,  Madam,  you'll  excuie  the  zeal  I  mow 
c  To  keep  the  itcret  none  alive  mould  know." 
"  Curs'd  of  all  creatures  1  for,  compar'd  with  thee, 

tc  The  devils,"  faid  I,  "  are  dull  in  cruelty,  396 

**  Oh  !  may  that  tongue  eternal  vipers  breed , 

(<  And,  waitelefs,  their  eternal  hunger  feed, 

*'  In  fires  too  hot  for  falamanders  dwell, 

"  The  burning  earaeft  of  a  hotter  hell  1  400 

"  May  that  vile  lump  of  execrable  luft, 

«'  Corrupt  alive,  and  rot  into  the  duft ! 

*'  May'ft  thou,  deipiring,  at  the  point  of  death, 

«'  With  oaths  and  blafphemies  religu  thy  breath ;  404 

"  And  the  worft  torments  that  the  danm'd  mould  lhare" 

"  In  thine  own  pericn  ail  united  bear!" 

Oh !  Celia  I  oh  !  my  friend !  what  age  can  mow 

Sorrows  like  mine,  fo  exquiike  a  woe  ? 

Indeed  it  does  not  infinite  ap] 

Becaufc  it  can't  be  everlrAting  here  5  410 

But  'tis  fo  vaft  that  it  can  ne'er  increafe, 

And  fo  confirm'd  it  never  can  be  lei's. 

S TREPHON'S  LOVE  FOR  DELIA  JUSTIFIED. 

IN  AN  TPISTLE  TO  CELADON. 

A   LL  men  have  follies,  which  they  blindly  trace 
jL\.  Thro'  the  dark  turnings  of  a  dubious  maze  j 
Btit  happy  thofe  who,  by  a  prudent  care, 
cd;i:cs  from  the  fallacious  in  are. 
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The  eldeft  ions  of  Wifdom  were  not  free 
From  the  fame  failure  you  condemn  in  me  j 
They  lov'd,  and,  by  that  glorious  palfion  led, 
Forgot  what  Plato  and  them  lei  ves  had  laid  : 
Love  triumphed  o'er  thofe  dull  pedantic  rules 
They  had  collected  from  the  wrangling  fchools,        to 
And  miide  'em  to  his  noble  fway  fubmit, 
In  fpite  of  ail  their  learning,  art,  and  wit ; 
Their  grave  ilarch'd  morals  then  unufeful  prov'd  j 
Theie  dully  characters  he  foon  remov'd ; 
For  when  his  mining  fquadrons  came  in  view,  15 

Their  boailed  reafon  murmur'd  and  withdrew, 
Unable  to  oppofe  their  mighty  force 
With  phlegmatic  relblves  and  dry  difcourfe. 

If,  as  the  wifeft  of  the  wife  haveerr'd, 
I  go  ailray,  and  am  condemn'd  unheard,  *» 

My  faults  you  too  leverciy  reprehend, 
More  like  a  rigid cenfor  than  a  friend. 
Love  is  the  monarch  paflion  of  the  mind, 
Knows  no  iuperior,  by  no  laws  confined, 
But  triumphs  iti  11,  impatient  of  control,  *5 

O'er  all  the  proud  endowments  of  the  foul. 

You  own' d  my  Dtrlia,  Friend !  divinely  fair, 
When  in  the  bud  her  native  beauties  were  j 
Your  praile  dki  then  her  early  charms  confefs  j 
Yet  you'd  perfuade  me  to  adore  her  lefs.  30 

You  but  the  nonage  of  her  beauty  law, 
But  might  from  thence  fublime  ideas  draw, 
And  what  me  i$,  by  what  fh?  was,  conclude, 
For  now  me  governs  thofe  Hie  then  fubdu'd. 

Her  afpe£l  noble,  and  mature  is  grown,  35 

And  ev'ry charm  in  ks  full  vigour  known; 
There  we  may  wond'rin^  view,  diftinclly  writ, 
The  lines  of  goodneis  and  tl»e  inarlis  of  wit  j 
Each  feature,  emulous  of  pk-afmg  ir.oft, 
Does  juftly  fome  pec v"  '"sboaftj  40 

And  her  compoiure's  of  ib  fine  a  frame, 
Pride  cannot  hope  to  meud,  nor  Envy  blame. 

When  the  immortal  beauties  of  the  ikies 
Contended  naked  for  the  golden  prize, 
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The  apple  had  not  fall'n  to  Venus'  fhare  45 

Had  I  been  Paris,  and  my  Delia  there, 
In  whom  alone  we  all  thtir  graces  find  $ 
The  moving  gaiety  of  Venus  join'd 
With  Juno's  afpeft  and  Minerva's  mind. 

View  but  thole  nymphs  whom  other  i'wains  adore, 
You'll  value  charming  Delia  ftill  the  more.  53 

Dorlnda's  mien's  majeftic,  but  her  mind 
Is  to  revenge  and  pcevilhnels  inclin'd  ; 
Myrtylla's  fair,  and  yet  Myrtyila's  proud  j 
Chloe'haswit,  but  noify,  vain,  and  loud  ^  5,5 

Ivlelaniadotes  upon  the  fiilieft  things, 
And  yet  MelanTa  like  an  angel  flngs : 
But  in  my  Delia  all  endowments  meet, 
All  that  is  juft,  agreeable,  or  1'weet ; 
All  that  can  praiie  and  admiration  move  j  60 

AH  that  the  wifeft  and  the  braved  love. 

In  all  difcourfe  flic's  appofite  and  gay, 
And  ne'er  wants  fomething  pertinent  to  fay  j 
For  if  the  fubjecl's  of  a  ferious  kind, 
Her  thoughts  are  manly,  and  her  fenfe  refin'd  j         65 
But  if  divertive,  her  expreflions  fit, 
Good  language  join'd  with  inofff  nfive  wit ; 
So  cautious  always,  that  me  ne'er  affords 
An  idle  thought  the  charity  of  words. 

The  vices  common  to  her  fex  can  find  70 

No  room  ev'n  in  the  fuburbs  of  her  mind  j 
Concluding  wifely  Ihe's  in  danger  ftill 
From  the  mere  neighborhood  of  induftrious  ill  j 
Therefore,  at  diftance  keeps  the  fubtle  foe, 
Whcfe  near  approach  would  formidable  grow  j         75 
Wliile  the  unwary  virgin  is  undone, 
And  meets  the  mis'ry  which  me  ought  to  fhun. 

Her  wit  is  penetrating,  clear,  and  gay, 
But  lets  true  judgement  and  right  reaibn  fwavj 
Modefty  bold,  and  quick  to  apprehend,  So 

Prompt  iai  replies,  but  cautious  to  offend. 
Her  darts  are  keen,  but  level'd  with  fuch  care, 
They  ne'er  fall  fhort,  and  feldom  fly  too  far  j 
For  when  me  rallies  'tis  with  fo  much  art, 
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We  blufli  with  pleafure,  and  with  rapture  fmart. 

O,  Celadon  1  you  would  my  flame  approve,  86 

Did  you  but  hear  her  talk,  and  talk  of  love  j 
That  tender  paffion  to  her  fancy  brings 
The  prettied  notions  and  the  ibfteft  things, 
Which  are  by  her  f6  movingly  expreft,  99 

They  fill  with  ecitacy  my  throbbing  breaft : 
'Tis  then  the  charms  of  eloquence  impart 
Their  native  glories,  unimproved  by  art : 
By  what  me  fays  I  meaiure  things  above, 
And  guefs  the  language  of  i'eraphic  love.  95 

To  the  cool  boibm  of  a  peaceful  made, 
By  fome  wild  beach  or  lofty  poplar  made, 
When  evening  comes,  we  fecretly  repair 
To  breathe  in  private  and  unbend  our  care  ; 
And  while  our  flocks  in  fruitful  paftures  feed,          100 
Some  well-defigii'd  inftruclive  poem  read, 
Where  ufeful  morals,  with  foft  nnmbers  joined, 
At  once  delight  and  cultivate  the  mind, 
Which  are  by  her. to  more  perfection  brought, 
By  wife  remarks  xipon  the  poet's  thought.  ICQ 

So  well  me  knows  the  ftamp  of  eloquence, 
The  empty  found  of  words  from  foiid  fenfe, 
The  florid  fuftian  of  a  rhyming  fpark, 
Whofe  random  arrow  ne'er  comes  near  the  mark, 
Can't  on  her  judgment  be  impos'd  and  pals  1 10 

For  ftandard  gold,  when  'tis  but  gilded  brafs. 
Oft'  in  the  walks  of  an  adjacent  grove, 
Where  firft  we  mutually  engag'd  to  love, 
She,  fmiling,  aflc'd  me,  "  Whether  I'd  prefer 
"  An  humble  cottage  on  the  plains  with  her,          1 1 5 
"  Before  the  pompous  buildings  of  the  great, 
"  And  find  content  in  that  inferior  Hate  r" 
Said  I,  "  The  queftion  you  propofe  to  me 
"  Perhaps  a  matter  of  debate  might  be, 
"  Were  the  degrees  of  my  affect  ion  lels  i 

tl  Than  burning  martyrs  to  the  gods  cxprefs. 
"  In  you  I've  all  I  can  defire  below, 
"  That  earth  can  give  me,  or  the  gods  befto-.v  ; 
"  And  blefs'd  with  you,  I  know  not  where  to  find 
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A  fecond  choice  :  you  take  up  all  my  mind.         125 
I'd  not  forfake  that  dear  delightful  phin, 
Where  charming  Delia !  Love  and  Delia  reign, 
For  all  the  fplendour  that  a  court  can  give, 
Where  gaudy  fools  and  bufy  ftatefmen  live. 
Tho'  youthful  Paris,  when  his  birth  was  known, 
(Too  fatally  related  to  a  throne)  131 

Forlbok  Oenone  and  his  rural  (ports, 
For  dang'rous  greatneis  and  tumult'ous  courts ; 
Yet  Fate  fhould  Hill  offer  its  power  in  vain, 
For  what  is  power  to  inch  an  humble  twain  ?      135 
I  would  not  leave  my  Delia,  leave  my  fair, 
Tho'  half  the  globe  mould  be  affign'd  my  mare.'1 
And  would  you  have  me,  friend  !  reflecl  again, 

Become  the  baieit  and  the  worft  of  men  j 

O,  do  not  urge  me,  Celadon !  forbear  ;  140 

I  cannot  leave  her,  fhe's  too  charming  fair ! 

Should  I  your  counfel  in  this  cafe  puriue, 

You  might  Iufpe6l  me  for  a  villain  too; 

For  fure  that  perjur'tl  wretch  can  never  prove 

Juft  to  hii  friend  who's  faithlefs  to  his  love.  145 
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AS  thofe  who  hope  hereafter  heav'n  to  mare, 
A  rig'rous  exile  here  can  calmly  bear, 
And  with  collected  ipirits  undergo 
The  fad  variety  of  pain  below, 

Yet  with  intenfe  reflections  antedate  5 

The  mighty  raptures  of  a  future  ftate, 
While  the  bright  profpect  of  approaching  ioy 
Creates  a  Mils  no  trouble  can  deftroy  j 
So  tho'  I'm  tofs'd  by  giddy  Fortune's  hand 
Ev'n  to  the  confines  ot  my  native  land,  10 

Where  I  can  hear  the  tlormy  ocean  roar, 
And  break  its  waves  upon  the  foaming  more  j 
Tho'  from  my  Delia  baninVd,  all  that's  dear, 
That's  good,  or  beautiful,  or  charming,  here; 
Yet  flatt'ring  hopes  encourage  me  to  live,  1 5 

And  tell  me  Fate  will  kinder  minutes  give; 
That  the  dark  treafury  of  time  contains 
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A  glorious  day  will  finifh  all  my  pains  j 

And  while  I  contemplate  on  joys  to  come, 

My  griefs  are  filent  and  my  ICHTOWS  dumb,  20 

Believe  me,  nymph  !   believe  me,  churming  fair  ! 

(When  truth's  cdnfpicuous  we  need  not  i'wear ; 

Oaths  would  fuppoie  a  diffidence  in  you 

That  I  am  falfe,  my  flame  fictitious  too) 

Were  I  condemned,  by  Fate's  imperial  pow'r,  25 

Ne'er  to  return  to  your  embraces  more, 

I'd  Icorn  whatever  the  bufy  world  could  give  j 

'Twould  be  the  word  of  miseries  to  live  j 

For  all  my  wifhes  and  deiires  purfue, 

All  I  admire  or  covet  heie,  is  you. 

Were  I  pofleiT'd  of  your  furprifing  charms, 

And  lodg'd  again  within  my  Delia's  arras, 

Then  would  my  joys  afcend  to  that  degree, 

Could  angels  envy,  they  would  envy  me. 

Oft',  as  I  wander  in  a  filent  fliade,  35 

When  bold  vexations  would  my  foul  invade, 
I  banifh  the  rough  thought,  arid  none  purlue 
But  what  inclines  my  willing  mind  to  you  : 
The  foft  refle6lions  on  your  lacred  love, 
Like  fov'reign  antidotes,  all  cares  remove  ; 
Compofing  ev'ry  faculty  to  reft, 
They  leave  a  grateful  flavour  in  my  breaft. 

Retir'd  fometimes  into  a  lonely  grove, 
]  think  o'er  all  the  ftories  of  our  love. 
What  mighty  pleafure  have  I  oft'  poffeft,  45 

When  in  a  mafculine  embrace,  I  preft 
The  lovely  Delia  to  my  heaving  breaft ! 
Then  I  remember,  and  with  vaft  delight, 
The  kind  expreffions  of  the  parting  night : 
Methought  the  fun  too  quick  return'd  again,  50 

And  day  feem'd  ne'er  impertinent  till  then. 
Strong  and  contracted  was  our  eager  bills ; 
An  age  of  pleafure  in  each  gen'rous  kiss : 
Years  of  delight  in  moments  we  compriz'd, 
And  Heav'n  itfelf  was  there  epitorniz'd.  55 

But  when  the  glories  of  the  Eaitcrn  light 
O'erflow'd  the  twinkling  tapers  of  the  night, 
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cc  Farewel,  my  Delia !  O,  farewell"  laid  I, 
e'  The  utinoft  period  of  my  time  is  nigh  j 
"  Too  cruel  Fate  forbids  my  longer  ftay,  60 

"  And  wretched  Strephon  is  compell'd  away. 
"  But  tho*  I  muft  my  native  plaints  forego, 
ft  Foriake  thefe  fields,  foriake  my  Delia  too, 
"  No  cliange  of  fortune  mall  for  ever  move 
"  The  fettled  bale  of  my  immortal  love."  65 

te   And  ranfc  my  Strephon,  mud  my  faithful  fwain, 
"  Be  forced,"   you  cry'd,  "  to  a  remoter  plain ! 
"  The  darling  of  my  foul  fo  foon  removed! 
"  The  only  valued, 'and  the  beft  belov'd! 
"  Tho'  other  IWains  to  me  themielves  addreft,  70 

ft  Strephon  was  ftill  diftinguim'd  from  the  reft  ; 
"  Flat  ami  inlipid  all  their  courtfliip  feem'dj 
<l  Little  themlelves,  their  pafBons  lei's,  efteenVd  j 
{i  For  my  averfion  with  their  flames  increas'd, 
'*  And  none  but  Strephon  partial  Delia  pleas'd.       75 
<{  Tho'  I'm  deprived  of  my  kind  mepherd's  fight, 
"  Joy  of  the  day  and  blefllngof  the  night, 
"  Yet  will  you,  Strephon  !  will  you  love  me  ftill  ? 
"  However  flatter  me,  and  fay  you  will  j 
"  For  fhould  you  entertain  a  rival  love,  8c> 

ft  Should  you  unkind  to  me  or  faithlefs  prove, 
"  No  mortal  e'er  could  half  fo  wretched  be, 
"  For  lure  no  mortal  ever  lov'd  like  me." 

"  Your  beauty,  Nymph!   laid  I,  my  faith  fecuresj 
**  Thole  you  once  conquer  muft  be  alway's  your's  : 
For  hearts  fubdu'd  by  your  victorious  eyes  86 

No  force  can  ftorm,  no  ftratagem  furprile : 
Nor  can  I  of  captivity  complain, 
While  lovely  Delia  holds  the  glorious  chain. 
The  Cyprian  queen,  in  young  Adonis1  arms,         90 
Might  fear,  at  leaft,  he  would  defpife  her  charms  j 
But  I  can  never  fuch  a  Monfter  prove, 
To  flight  the  blefFings  of  my  Delia's  love. 
Would  thoie  who  at'celdtial  tables  fit, 
Blel's'd  with  immortal  wine,  immortal  wit,  95 

Chufe  to  defcend  to  fome  inferior  board, 
"Which  nought  but  fcum  and  nonfcnfe  can  afford  ? 
I  z 
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'  Nor  can  I  e'er  to  thole  gay  nymphs  addrefs, 
'  Whofe  pride  is  greater,  and  whole  charms  arc  Icfs  ; 
'  Their  tini'el  beauty  may,  perhaps,  fubdue  100 

'  A  gaudy  coxcomb,  or  a  lulfome  beau, 
<  But  feem  at  bed  indifferent  to  me, 
'  Who  none  but  you  with  admiration  fee. 
"  Now  would  the  rolling  orbs  obey  my  will, 

*  I'd  make  the  fun  a  iecond  time  (land  ftill,  10-5 
'  And  to  the  lower  world  their  light  repay, 

'  When  conquering  jofhua  robb'd  'em  of  a  day  ; 
'  Tho'  our  two  fouls  would  diff'rent  paflions  prove, 
'  His  was  a  thirft  of  glory,  mine  of  lore. 

*  It  will  not  be  ;  the  fun  makes  halte  to  rife,  no 
'  And  take  poffellion  of  the  eaftem  ikies  ; 

'  Yet  one  more  kiis,  tho'  millions  are  two  few, 
'  And  Delia  !  fmce  me  muft,  mult  part,  adieu." 

As  Adam,  by  an  injured  Maker  driv'n 
From  Eden's  grove,  the  vicinage  of  heav'n,  115 

Compell'd  to  wander,  and  obliged  to  bear, 
The  harm  impreffions  of  a  ruder  air, 
With  mighty  ibrrow,  and  with  weeping  eyes 
Look'd  back,  and  mourn' d  the  lofs  of  Paradife  j 
V/ith  a  concern,  like  his,  did  I  review  izo 

My  native  plains,  my  charming  Delia  too  j 
For  I  left  Paradife  in  leaving  you. 

If,  as  I  waik,  a  pleaiant  made  I  find, 
It  brings  your  fair  idea  to  my  mind  : 
Such  was  the  happy  place,  I,  fighing,  fay,  125 

Where  I  and  Delia,  lovely  Delia  !    lay, 
When  firft  I  did  my  tender  thoughts  impart, 
And  made  a  grateiul  prcfent  of  my  heart : 
Or  if  my  friend,  in  his  apartment:,  fhows 
Some  piece  of  Vandyke's,  or  of  Angela's,  130 

In  v/hichthe  artiil  has,  with  wondrous  care, 
Deicrib'd  the  face  of  one  exceeding  fuir, 
Tho'  at  firft  fight  it  may  my  pailicn  raife, 
Aiid  every  feature  I  admire  and  praife, 
Yet  ftill methinks)  upon  a  iecond  view,  135 

'  lis  not  lo  beaiuiful,  io  fair,   as  you. 
II  Iconvcrfe  withthofe  whom  molt  admit 
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To  have  a  ready,  gay,  vivacious  wit, 
They  want  ibme  amiable  moving  grace, 
Some  turn  of  fancy,  that  my  Delia  has  ;  140 

For  ten  good  thoughts  amongft  the  crowd  they  vent, 
Methinks  ten  thoufand  are  impertinent. 

Let  other  fhephercis  that  are  prone  to  range, 
With  each  caprice  their  giddy  humours  change  j 
They  from  variety  leis  joys  receive  145 

Than  you  alone  are  capable  to  give  : 
Nor  will  I  envy  thofe  ill-judging  1'wains, 
(What  they  enjoy's  the  refuleof  the  plains), 
If,  for  my  mare  of  happinefs  below, 
Kind  Heav'n  upon  me  Delia  would  beftow  j  1 50 

Whatever  bleilings  it  can  give  belide, 
Let  all  mankind  among  themielves  divide. 

TO  HIS  FRIEND,  UNDER  AFFLICTION. 

NONE  lives  in  this  tumultuous  ftate  of  things, 
Where  every  morning  fome  new  troubles  brings, 
But  bold  inquietudes  will  break  his  reft, 
And  gloomy  thoughts  difturb  his  anxious  breaft. 
Angelic  forms  and  happy  fpirits  are 
Above  the  malice  of  perplexing  care  $  5 

But  that's  a  bleffing  too  fublime,  too  high 
For  thofe  who  bend  beneath  mortality. 
If  in  the  body  there  was  but  one  part 
Subjecl  to  pain,  and  lenfibk  of  fmart,  10 

And  but  one  paffion  could  torment  the  mind, 
That  part,  that  paffion,  bufy  Fate  would  find  : 
But  fince  infirmities  in  both  abound, 
Since  ibrrow  both  fo  many  ways  can  wound, 
'Tis  not  fo  great  a  wonder  that  we  grieve  15 

Sometimes,  as  'tis  a  miracle  we  live. 

The  happieft  man  that  ever  breath1  d  on  earth, 
With  all  the  glories  of  eftate  and  birth, 
Had  yet  fome  anxious  care,  to  make  him  know 
No  grandeur  was  above  the  reach  of  woe.  ao 

To  be  from  all  things  that  difquiet  free 
Is  not  confiftent  with  humanity 
Youth,  wit,  and  beauty,  are  fuch  charming  things, 
I   3 
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O'er  which,  if  Affluence  ip reads  herg;audy  wincrs, 
We  think  the  perfon  who  enjoys  ib  much  25 

No -care  can  move,  and  no  affiiclion  touch  : 
Yet  could  we  butfome  fecret  method  find, 
To  view  the  dark  recelfes  of  the  mind, 
We  there  might  lee  the  hidden  feed  of  ftrife, 
And  woes  in  embryo  ripening  into  life  j  30 

Row  ibme  fierce  luft,  or  hoitt'rous  pafiion  fills, 
The  lab'ring  fpirit  with  prolific  ills ; 
Pii.ie,  envy.,  or  revenge,  diftract  the  foul, 
And  all-right  reafon's  godlike  pow'rs  control : 
But  if  file  muft  not  be  allowed  to  fway,  3  5 

Though  all  without  appears  ferene  and  gay, 
A  cank'rous  venom  on  the  vitals  preys, 
And  poifons  all  the  comforts  of  his  dayst 

External  pomp,  and  vifible  fuccefs, 
Sometimes  contribute  to  our  happinefs  ;  40 

But  that  which  makes  it  genuine,  refin'd, 
Is  a  good  confcience,  and  a  foul  refign'd  : 
Then  to  whatever  end  affliction's  fent, 
To  try  our  virtues,  orforpdntfhment, 
We  bear  it  calmly,  though  a  ponderous  woe, 
And  ftill  adore  the  hand  that  gives  the  blow  j 
For  in  misfortune  this  advantage  lies, 
They  make  us  humble,  and  they  make  us  wife  j 
And  he  that  can  acquire  fuch  virtues,  gains 
An  ample  recompence  for  all  his  pains. 

Too  loft  carefles  of  a  profp'rous  fate 
The  pious  fervours  of  the  foul  abate, 
Tempt  to  luxurious  eafe  our  careleis  days, 
And  gloomv  vapours  round  the  fpirits  raife  : 
Thus,  JullM  into  a  fleep,  we  dozing  lie,  55 

And  find  our  ruin  in  lecurity, 
Unlefs  Ibme  forrow  comes  to  our  relief, 
And  breaks  th1  inchantment  by  a  timely  grief. 
But  as  we  are  allowed,  to  cheer  our  ii^ht, 
In  blacked  days  Ibme  glimmerings  of  light,  Co 

So  in  the  moft  deje&ed  hours  we  may 
The  fecret  pleafure  have  to  weep  and  pray  ; 
And  thole  requefts  the  fpeedicft  paiTagefind 
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To  heaven  which  flew  from  an  afflicted  mind  j 

And  while  to  him  we  open  our  dii'avis,  65 

Our  pnins  grow  lighter  and  our  ibrrows  less. 

The  fineft  mufic  of  the  grove  we  owe 

To  morning  Phiiomers  harmonious  woe, 

And  while  her  griefs  in  charming  notes  expreft, 

A  thorny  bramble  pricks  her  tender  breaft  j  70 

In  warbling  melody  (he  fpends  the  night, 

And  moves  at  once  companion  and  delight. 

No  choice  had  e'er  ib  happy  an  event 
But  he  that  made  it  did  that  choice  repent. 
So  weak's  our  judgment,  and  fo  fhort's  our  fight, 
We  cannot  level  our  own  willies  right  j  75 

And  ifibmetimes  we  make  a  wile  advance, 
T'ourfelves  we  little  owe,  but  much  to  chance : 
So  that  when  Providence,  for  fecret  ends, 
Corroding  cares  or  marp  affliction  fends,  So 

We  mult  conclude  it  beil  it  mould  be  fo, 
And  not  defponding  or  impatient  grow  j 
For  he  that  will  his  confidence  remove 
From  boundlefs  wifdcm  and  eternal  love, 
To  place  it  on  himfelf  or  human  aid,  85 

Will  meet  thofe  woes  he  labours  to  evade  : 
But  in  the  keeneft  agonies  of  grief 
Content's  a  cordial  that  lull  gives  relief: 
Heaven  is  not  always  angry  when  me  ftrikes, 
But  moft  chaftifes  thofe  whom  mod  me  likes,  9* 

And  if  with  humble  fpirits  they  complain, 
Relieves  the  anguifh,  or  rewards  the  pain.  92 

TO  ANOTHER  FRIEND  UNDER  AFFLICTION, 

SINCE  the  firft  man  by  d  if  obedience  fell 
An  eafy  conqueft  to  the  pow'rs  of  hell, 

There's  none  in  ev'ry  ftage  of  life  can  be 

From  the  infults  of  bold  Affliction  free. 

If  a  fhort  refpite  gives  us  fome  relief,  5 

And  interrupts  the  feries  of  our  grief 

So  quick  the  pangs  of  mifery  return, 

We  joy  by  minutes,  but  by  years  we  mourn. 
Reafon  lefm'd,  and  toperfeclion  brought. 
By  wife  philoibphy,  and  li-rious  thought, 
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Supports  the  foul  beneath  the  ponderous  weight 
Of  angry  ftars,  and  unpropitious  Fate. 
Then  is  the  time  (he  (hould  exert  her  pow'r, 
And  make  us  pra&ife  what  me  taught  before  j 
For  why  are  fuch  voluminous  authors  read,  1 5 

The  learned  labours  of  the  famous  dead, 
But  to  prepare  the  mind  for  its  defence, 
By  fage  remits  and  well-digefted  fenfe, 
That  when  the  ftorm  of  miiery  appears, 
With  all  its  real  or  fantaftic  tears,  20 

We  either  may -the  rolling  danger  fly, 
Or  ftem  the  tide  before  it  fertile  too  high  ? 

But  thoug  h  the  theory  of  wikicm's  known 
With  eafe,  what  {hould,  and  what  mould  not  be  done, 
Yet  all  the  labour  in  the  praftice  lies,  25 

To  be  in  more  than  words  and  notions  wife. 
The  facred  truth  of  found  philofophy 
We  ftudy  early,  but  we  late  apply. 
When  ftubbom  anguilh  feizcs  on  the  loul, 
Right  reaibn  would  its  hearty  rage  control  j  30 

But  if  it  may'nt  be  fuffer'd  to  endure 
The  pain  is  iuft  when  we  reject  the  cure: 
For  many  men,  clofe  observation  finds, 
Of  copious  learning  and  exalted  minds, 
Who  tremble  at  the  fight  of  daring  woes, 
And  ftoop  ignobly  to  the  vileft  foes, 
As  if  they  underftood  not  how  to  be 
Or  wife  or  brave  but  in  felicity ; 
And  by  iome  a£lion  lervile  or  unjuft, 
Lay  all  their  former  glories  in  the  duft.  40 

For  wiiclom  firft  the  wretched  mortal  flies, 
And  leaves  him  naked  to  his  enemies  $ 
So  that,  when  moft  his  prudence  {hould  be  mown, 
The  moft  imprudent  giddy  things  are  done  : 
For  when  the  mind's  iurrounded  with  dirfrefs,  4  5 

Fear  or  inconftancy  the  judgment  preis, 
And  render  it  incapable  to  make 
Wife  refoluticns,  or  good  couniels  take. 
Yet  there's  a  fteadinels  of  foul  and  thought, 
By  Reaibn  bred,  and  by  Religion  taught, 

i 


TO  ANOTHER  FRIEND  UNDER  AFFLICTION.    105 
Which,  like  a  reck  amidft  the  ftormy  waves, 
UnmovM  remains,  and  all  affliction  braves. 

En  fharp  misfortunes  ibme  will  fearch  too  deep 
What  heaven  prohibits,  and  would  lee  ret  keep  j 
But  thoie  events  'tis  better  not  to  know,  55 

Which,  known,  ferve  only  to  increale  our  wo?. 
Knowledge  forbid  ("tis  dangerous  to  purfue) 
With  guilt  begins,  and  ends  with  ruin  too  : 
For  had  our  earlieft  parents  been  content 
Not  to  know  more  than  to  be  innocent,  £o 

Their  ignorance  of  evil  had  preferv'd 
Their  joys  entire,  for  then  they  had  not  fwerv'd  j 
But  they  imagin'd  (their  deiires  were  fuch) 
They  knew  too  little,  till  they  knew  too  much. 
E'er  iince  by  folly  moil  to  wii'Jom  rife,  65 

Ana  few  are  but  by  fad  experience  wife. 

Confider,  friend !  who  all  your  blefiings  gave, 
What  are  recaii'd  again,  and  what  you  have, 
And  do  not  murmur  when  you  arc  bereft 
Of  little,  if  you  have  abundance  left.  70 

Confider  too,  how  many  thoufands  are 
Under  the  worft  o.f*miieries,  dcfpair, 
And  don't  repine  at  what  you  now  endure  ; 
Cuftom  will  give  you  eaie,  or  time  will  cu;e. 
Once  more  ;  confider  that  the  p relent  ill,  75 

Though  it  be  great,  may  yet  be  greater  Hill  j 
And  be  not  anxious  j  for  to  undergo 
One  grief  is  nothing  to  a  numerous  woe. 
But  iince  it  is  impoffibie  to  be 

Human,  and  not  expos'd  to  miTciy,  So 

Boar  it,  my  friend  !   as  bravely  a*  you  can  ; 
You  are  not  n-cR.-,  and  be  not  is  is  than  man! 

Affliction  pa- L  can  no  exiltence  fi 
But  in  the  wild  ideas  of  the  mind 
An;1  :  we  for  thofe  misfortunes  mourn,     85 

Which  have  bconiu;Tci-\i,  and  c:;a  nc\r  rerurn  ? 
Thoie  that  haveweather'd  a  tcmpeftuous  night, 
And  find  a  calm  approaching  with  the  light, 
Will  not.  uhlefs  th-.-ir  reafon  thev  difown, 
Still  make  thofe  dangers  prefent  that  are  -one.          90 
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What  is  behind  the  curtain  none  can  fee  j 

It  may  be  joy  5  fuppofe  it  mifery  : 

'Tis  future  ftill  j  and  that  which  is  not  here 

May  never  come,  or  we  may  never  bear: 

Therefore,  the  preient  ill  alone  we  ought  95 

To  view,  in  reaibn,  with  a  troubled  thought} 

But  if  we  may  the  iacred  pages  truft, 

He's  always  happy  that  is  always  juft.  98 

TO  HIS  FRIEND 

INCLINED  TO  MARRY. 

I  WOULD  not  have  you,  Strephon,  chufe  a  mate 
From  too  exalted  or  too  mean  a  ftate, 
For  in  both  theie  w  e  may  expecl  to  find 
A  creeping  fpirit  or  a  haughty  mind. 
Who  moves  within  the  middle  region  mares 
The  leaft  difquiets  and  the  imalleft  cares. 
Let  her  extraction  with  true  luftre  mine  ; 
If  fomething  brighter,  not  too  bright  for  thine  : 
Her  education  liberal,  not  great ; 
Neither  inferior  nor  above  her  ftate.  10 

Let  her  have  wit,  but  let  that  wit  be  free 
From  affe&ation,  pride,  and  pedantry  ; 
For  the  effecl:  of  woman's  wit  is  fuch, 
Too  little  is  as  dangerous  as  too  much. 
But,  chiefly,  let  her  humour  clofe  with  thine,  15 

Unlefs  where  your's  does  to  a  fault  incline  ; 
The  leaft  difpaiity  in  this  deftroys, 
Like  fulph'rous  blaits,  the  very  buds  of  joys. 
Her  perfon  amiable,  ftraight,  and  free 
From  natural,  or  chance  deformity. 
Let  not  her  years  exceed,  if  equal  ihine 
For  women  pail  their  vigcu    .  ae. 

Her  fortune  competent  ;  anJ  if  thy  fight 
Can  reach  Ib  far,  take  care  'tis  gather'd  right. 
If  thine's  enough,  then  her's  may  be  the  lei's  : 
Do  not  aipire  to  riches  in  excels  5 
For  that  which  makes  our  Jives  delightful  prove, 
I;,  a  genteel  fufficiency,  and  love. 


TO   A  PAINT12R,  Cifr.  IQJ 

TO  A  PAINTER  DRAWING  DORINDA'S  PICTURE. 

PAIN  TER  !  the  utmoil  of  thy  judgment  fhow  j 
Exceed  ev'n  Titian  and  great  Angelo  j 
With  all  the  livdineis  of  thought  exprefs 
The  moving  features  of  Dorinda's  face  : 
Thou  canft  not  flatter  where  fuch  beauties  dwell ;        c 
Her  charms  thy  colours  and  thy  art  excel. 
Others,  lefs  fair,  may  from  thy  pencil  have 
Graces  which  fparing  Nature  never  gave  ! 
But  in  Dorinda's-  afpecl  thou  wilt  fee 
Such  as  will  pofe  thy  famous  art  with  thee  :  jo 

So  great,  fo  many,  in  her  face  unite, 
So  well-proportion'd,  and  fo  wond'rous  bright, 
No  human  fldll  can  e'er  exprefs  'em  all, 
But  mult  do  wrong  to  th'  fair  original, 
An  angel's  hand  alone  the  pencil  fits  I  j 

To  mix  the  colours,  when  an  angel  fits. 

Thy  piclure  may  as  like  Dorinda  bs 
As  art  of  man  can  paint  a  deity, 
And  juftly  may,  perhaps,  when  fhe  withdraws, 
Excite  our  wonder,  and  deferve  applaufe  $  20 

But  when  compared,  you'll  be  oblig'd  to  own, 
No  art  can  equal  what's  by  Nature  done. 
Grea'  Lely's  noble  hand,  excel'd  by  few, 
The  pi6ture  fairer  than  the  perlbn  drew : 
He  took  the  belt  that  Nature  could  impart,  21 

.And  made  it  better  by  his  powerful  art ; 
But  had  he  feen  that  bright  furprifing  grace 
Which  fpreads  itfelf  o'er  all  Dorinda's  face, 
Vain  had  been  all  the  eflays  of  his  (kill ; 
She  mutt  have  been  confefs'd  the  faireft  ftill.  30 

Heav'n  in  a  landicape  may  be  wond'rous  fine, 
And  look  as  bright  as  painted  light  can  mine, 
But  itil!  the  real  glories  of  that  place 
All  art  by  infinite  degrees  furpais.  j^ 

TO  THE  PAINTER 

AFTER  HE  HAD  FINISHED  DORIXUA'S  T'ICTURE. 

PAINTER  !  thou  halt  performed  what  man  can  do  j 
Oaly  Dorinda1  s  felf  more  charms  can 
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Bold  are  thy  ftrokes,  and  del/cate  each  touch 
But  ftiil  the  beauties  of  her  face  are  fuch 
As  cannot  juftly  be  deicrib'd,  tho'  all 
Confefs  'tis  like  the  bright  original. 
In  her,  and  in  thy  picture,  we  may  view 
The  utmoil  Nature  or  that  Art  can  do  : 
Each  is  a  mafterpicce,  defign'd  fo  well, 
That  future  times  may  ftrive  to  parellel, 
But  neither  Art  nor  Nature's  able  to  excel. 
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